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comes at us. 
a? (an Doc, smell that, fill your capitalistically polluted 
lungs. Breathe it in. Muh i) 
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mysterious woman of the earth awakes, rolls over and breathes 
into your face and it's spring, sprrrrring my bored old 
_ beginn#r, when a young man's fancy lithley burns to thoughts of...0 
NV oO 
Sig: —— @ants.'tDoc's weary finality. A printed housewife watches 
; a light change with us. 
"You're anticipating. Time to take the film from your eye 
; Gay +t @ shiny yoy) 
the plaque from your teeth and the sh Track a your tail. ae 
A 
/ 
smell, Doc, I should say fragrence, fellow seeker, is sex 
Muh! 6r breaking i ally wanted 
"to break-out. 
—C@@t smells like urine. 
Poe, for Christ's sake, if you're going to be. wie istic 
ans medica] C p ita! si 
about this whole thing we'll never find our selve nd,life on 


~).. this freaked-out, fucked-up pilgrimage (7 


MOVING THE REVOLUTION TO PENNSYLVANIA 


It failed in Connecticut. We scheduled it too close to Spring semester break. 
Thus, after our first attempt to take the Administration Building was flooded by 
state cops (Bay of Pigs) , we couldn't regroup the next day since people were 
going home. Another mass movement gets fucked by human nature--is that 
a historical theory? » 
So as Doc and I leave for Berkley to study the right way the soggy evening 
comes at us, 
"Ah God and Marx, Fidel and Che, smell that,Doc. Fill your Capitalistically 
polluted lungs." (Poison is as free as the air. ) "Breathe it in! Muh!" 
"Yeah? So what?" Doc, you'll find, is gray and noncommital 
"Do you know what that is?" How could he then and now? 
"What do yai think you're getting at now, Coffee?" I'm Coffee, odd name, 
but anagram for revolutionary asshole in Thai. 
"Why simply that Spring is the time of fertility! Pregnant unto bursting 
the great deep dark mysterious woman of the earth awakes, rolls over and breathes 
her heavy smell into your bland Jew-face. And it's Spring! Bored beginner! § 
Pay your hardon heed as your fancy lithely burns to thoughts of- - 
"Pants. '' Doc's down finality. 


Pou re ariticipatine = ives sei ee ll 
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That smell Doc, I should say fragrance, fellow seeker, is sex." 

“Smells like urine." A printed housewife watches a light change with us. 

" For Crisakes Doc and before you make--I lay some rubber down and 
the speedometer splits ten--that shapeless lady in your historically ravaged 
Zion mind, I want to caution that if you're going to be naturalistic and medical 
about this whole thing we'll never find our selves and life on this freaked-out 
fucked-up Berkley pilgrimage. od 

"I thought we were going direct to Berkley, driving through till we get there. 
I didnt hear a thing about getting le enroute, "' 

: "Or whatever. " 
e "Or whatever. " 

"Doc, some day we'll fall in love. “Separatély. Start of the Ma-Pa 
golden bore. But before that happy day let us see if the corridor of life 
is flanked by an alcove or two where we can get sucked off. Hey?" 

"T never saw sucha revolution,’ Doc informs the reticulated windshield 
as it slivers the whipping-by trees, "everybody takes time off whenever he wants. " 

"When the inevitable is inevitable why sweat it?" And:Doc sleeps and tries 
to sleep but I goon. Why are people quiet when their words can gather life? 
"This sex-thrust fragrance is a good omen, Doc. We are heading west and 
the dying sun is sucking us in-" 

"You're" he rolls to face his window "disgusting. " 

é "To the West but not to death. Nay! But to Berkley and the New Age!" 

"You're going to Berkley," he says into the shredded upholstery. "TI think 

I'm along for a day or two. I never learn. Maybe I got some fatal attraction 


to the halfass, "' 


Vee 


pulls out his his shirttail to wipe them. Snow splotching blue-black 
against the window, his shadow becomes an agitated monster when the 
tiny bomb suddenly falls to the floor. Jerry looks up to see the 
figure of a boy crossing the drifted street. He can hear faint 
crying, and holds his breath to listen, willing his huge shadow to 
stop vibrating. 

The snow under the streetlamp swings to became a vector 
connecting their pain, traveling each to each as if along a singing 
wire. 

Jerry turns the scope around, trying to see the diminutive figure 
against the snowrush. What looks back, haloed by fuzz, dotted by 
frozen tears, is his own young, gold face. He fumbles and drops the 
scope, and the boy is gone. Jerry’s heart seizes and then fairly 
bursts. Soon he’s punching numbers on the phone, his fingers speckled 
by sweat. Outsids the plow rumbles by. 

"Be home!” Jerry shouts. No rings are audible at the other end. 

But Jookie has heard his voice. "Dad? I...I1 thought you were 
really tied up by Grandmom’s estate.” 

"Jookie!"™ he cries in that old masters’ glow of the attic, the 
bureaus and tables and boxes suffused by dusty lamplight and appearing 
to swim inside their shadows, the sound of the snowplow receding to a 
whisper. "I don’t know how even to ask: but what can I do for you? 


Is there anything, Son? Is there anything?” 
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MOVING THE REVOLUTION TO PENNSYLVANIA 


It failed in Connecticut, We scheduled it too close to Spring semester break. 
Thus, after our first attempt to take the Administration Building was flooded by 
state cops (Bay of Pigs) , we couldn't regroup the next day since people were 
going home. Another mass movement gets fucked by human nature --is that 
a historical theory? 

So as Doc and I leave for Berkley to study the right way the soggy evening 
comes at us, 

"Ah ‘God and Marx, Fidel and Che, smell that Doc. Fil] your Capitalistically 
polluted lungs." (Poison is as free as the air. ) "Breathe it in! Muh!" 

"Yeah? So what?" Doc, you'll find, is gray and noncommital 

“Do you know what that is?" How could he then and now? 

"What do yar think you're getting at now, Coffee?" ['m Coffee, odd name, 
but anagram for revolutionary asshole in Thai. 

"Why simply that pring is the time of fertility! Pregnant unto bursting 
the great deep dark Mysterious woman of the earth awakes, rolls over and breathes 
her heavy smell into your bland Jew-face. And it's Spring! Bored beginner! 

Pay your hardon heed as your fancy lithely bia to thoughts of- "* 

"Pants. ""| Doc's down finality. 


"You're anticipati~ . Anyway. tia:timne to tales fo ct 


MOVING THE REVOLUTION TO PENNSYLVANIA 


It failed in Connecticut, We scheduled it too close to Spring semester break. 
Thus, after our first attempt to take the Administration Building was flooded by 
state cops (Bay of Pigs) » we couldn't regroup the next day since people were 
going home, Another mass movement gets fucked by human nature--is that 
a historical theory? | 

So as Doc and I leave for Berkley to study the right way the soggy evening 
comes at us, : 

"Ah God and Marx, Fidel and Che, smell that Dod. Fill your Capitalistically 
polluted lungs." (Poison is as free as the air. ) "Breathe it in!’ Muh!" 

"Yeah? So what?" Doc, you'll find, is gray and noncommital 

"Do you know what that is?" How could he then eae now? 

"What do yai think you're getting at now, Coffee?" I'm Coffee, odd name, 
but anagram for revolutionary nevigte in Thai. 

"Why simply that Spring is the time of fertility! Pregnant unto bursting 
the great deep dark mysterious woman of the earth awakes, rolls over and breathes 
her heavy smell into your bland Jew-face, And it's Spring! Bored beginner! 

Pay your hardon heed ag your fancy lithely burns to thoughts of- ** 

"Pants." Doc's down finality. 


"You're anticipating. Anyway tis time to take the films fram; ack. 
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the plaque from your teeth, and the shine | say the shine from/your tail. 


That smell Doc, I should say fragrance, fellow seeker, is sex, " 

"Smells like urine." A printed housewife watches a light change with us. 

" For Crisakes Doc and before you make--| lay some rubber down and 
the speedometer splits ten--that shapeless lady in your historically ravaged 
Zion mind, I want to caution that if you're going to be naturalistic and medical 
about this whole thing we'll never find our selves and life on this freaked-out 
fucked-up Berkley pilgrimage. < 

"[ thought we were going direct to Berkley, driving through till we get there. 
I didnt hear a thing about getting laid enroute, " 

"Or whatever, " 

"Or whatever, " 

"Doc, some day we'll fall in love. ‘Separatély. Start of the Ma-Pa 
golden bore. But before that happy day let us see if the corridor of life 
is flanked by an alcove or two where we can get sucked off. Hey?" 

"[ never saw such a revolution," Doc informs the reticulated windshield 
as it slivers the whipping -by trees, "everybody takes time off whenever he wants. " 

"When the inevitable is inevitable why sweat it?" And Doc sleeps and tries 
to sleep but I go on. Why are people quiet when their words can gather life? 
"This sex-thrust fragrance is a good omen, Doc. We are heading west and 
the dying sun is sucking us in-" 

"You're" he rolls to face his window "disgusting. " 

"To the West but not to death. Nay! But to Berkley and the New Age!" 

"You're going to Berkley," he says into the shredded upholstery. "TI think 
I'm along for a day or two. I never learn. Maybe I got some fatal attraction 


to the halfass. " 
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the plaque from your teeth, and the shine I say the shine from/your tail. 


That smell Doc, I should say fragrance, fellow seeker, is sex, " 

"Smells like urine." A printed housewife watches a light change with us. 

" For Crisakes Doc and before you make--I lay some rubber down and 
the speedometer splits ten--that shapeless lady in your historically ravaged 
Zion mind, I want to caution that if you're going to be naturalistic and medical 
about this whole thing we'll never find our selves and life on this freaked-out 
fucked-up Berkley pilgrimage. a 

"| thought we were going direct to Berkley, driving through till we get there, 
I didnt hear a thing about getting laid enroute. " 

' "Or whatever, " 

"Or whatever, " 

"Doc, some day we'll fall in love. ‘Separatély. Start of the Ma-Pa 
golden bore. But before that happy day let us see if the corridor of life 
is flanked by an alcove or two where we can get pockee off. Hey?" 

"I never saw such a revolution," Doc informs the reticulated windshield 
as it slivers the whipping-by trees, "everybody takes time off whenever he wants, " 

"When the inevitable is movida why sweat it?" A\nd)Doc sleeps and tries 
to sleep but I go on. Why are people quiet when their words can gather life? 
"This sex-thrust fragrance is a good omen, Doc. We are heading west and 
the dying sun is sucking us in-" 

"You're" he rolls to face his window "disgusting. " 

"To the West but not to death. Nay! But to Berkley and the New Age!" 

"You're going to Berkley," he says into the shredded upholstery. "I think 
I'm along for a day or two. I never learn. Maybe I got some fatal attraction 


to the halfass, " 


I drive a couple of hours, get to New Haven where my frumpy sleep- stinking 
medical Jew philosopher unpends our gallon: of Zinfandel and lets it gurgle down 
his throat. Jews do a lot passively, even drink. They've stop taking gas showers, 
though, in favor of ripping the shit out of Arabs. 

We're watching the world from space. : 

"Doc! Baby! Fate will sown throw us through the underwear of some 
yearning Western Goddess in due pursuit of faith deross the fallen pants of time, " 

"Bullshit!" wipes he his, mouth with back of hand, (What'll he do with 
a scalpel?) "Why would a goddess have underwear? You're stupid, Coffee, 
you miss too many points. r a | : 

A point. "Doc ole Baby, the world has a way of kicking the shit out 
of snotty logic. Give me the wine q 

"Where are we?" 3 : 

"New Haven. Ever ne so many ghinnies? " 

"Is your revolution racist?" 

"Be they as black as niggers they will be washed as white as snow. " 

"Isn't that lambs?" | 


- "Fuck you and that and everything. Give me the wine," 


I drive a couple of hours, get to New Haven where my frumpy sleep-stinking 
medical Jew philosopher unpends our gallon: of Zinfandel and lets it gurgle down 
his throat. Jews do a lot passively, evendrink. They've stop taking gas showers, 
though, in favor of ripping the shit out of Arabs. 

We're watching the world from nes 

"Doc! Baby! Fate will sown throw us through the underwear of some 
yearning Western Goddess in our pursuit of faith across the fallen pants of time." 

"Bullshit:!"" wipes he his mouth with back of hand. (What'll he do with 
a scalpel?) "Why would a goddess have underwear? You're stupid, Coffee, 
you miss too many points. "' | 

A point. "Doc ole Baby, the world has a way of kicking the shit out 
of snotty logic. Give me the wine. " 

"Where are we?" 

"New Haven. Ever see so many ghinnies? " 

"Is your revolution racist?" 

"Be they as black as niggers they will be washed as white as snow. " 

"Isn't that lambs?" 


- "Fuck you and that and everything. Give me the wine." 


“iiere! Keep your mouth full so you don't talk.” His words 
are. crisp but seem to laze in the mellow 1aent, drink then 
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wake him up "Yes Doc your,mind's acquiring a snotty sophmore 
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logic. The System saaeigaaiene draining the romance from your 
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"Ah the committee, glorious working Symbol of Capitalism, 

“We've been defining our aims for six meetings now."( Yawn ¢) 

“That's about right. Everybody likes to talk abat different 
things. It's a legitimate first Stage. Next come personality, 
who to flatter, who to ignore, who to hurt. It'll take about 
five or six more meetings to get you to the real nitty-gritty: 
Motive, what is everybody really saying, or whose brother-in-law 
owns which property where you can seeker that nigger clinic you 
Sap-ass medical schluvs want built." 

"How many meetings for that last stage?" 

"Po infinity or sellout." . : 

"IT']]1 do anything now." Low profile e 

"They count on that. They wait. . They're good at waiting." 

"Cof, you're not always stupid.! 

"The wheels move exceedingly slow man, especially with: all 
the fat cats leaning against them. Got to be revolution, must 
be revolution." 

"How about reform?" 


"You're kidding. YeuGot to blast them out of there man! 


“Here! Keep your mouth full so you don't talk." His words 
are. crisp but seem to laze in the mellow light. I drink , then 


jam the me lerator Ae n the Pepphing fh ants At sixty I us ing 


look at Doe seek eek Loe. 


Lap) tu 
ince be a liked him « oc!" Had to 


wake him up "Yes Doc your,mind's acquiring a snotty sophmore 


4A\ i 
Logic. Fite System sige draining the romance from your 


soul.!! / r 
mM On 
a oe 
“Just thet nae chads 


"Ah the committee, glorious working symbol of Capitalism, 

"We've been defining our aims for six meetings now." (Yawn ¢:) 

"That's about right. Everybody likes to talk abat different 
things. It's a legitimate first stage. Next come personality, 
who to flatter, who to ignore, who to hurt. It'll take about 
five or six more meetings to get you to the real nitty-gritty: 
Motive, what is everybody really saying or whose brother-in-law 
owns which property where you can bee that higger clinic: you 
Sap-ass medical schluvs want built." 

"How many meetings for that last stage?" 

"To infinity or sellout." 

"I'11 do anything now." Low profile ' 

"They count on that. They wait. «iti re good at waiting." 

"Cof, you're not always aL. 

"The wheels move exceedingly slow man, especially with: all 
the fat cats leaning against them. Got to be revolution, must 
be revolution." 

"How about reform?" 


"You're kidding. oukaa: to blast them out of there man! 


They've got their lawyers and their rights! Too late now to 
sort it all out, takes too long. When you shoot them they 
sort of lose their power. POWER TO THE PEOPLE!" 

Doc crunches down further in his seat. "You're a dreamer, 
what a dreamer! In the world of men, the real world, things 
get hammered out-- deals and compromises, Everybody doesn't 
get his own way." ae ca L 

"Some have bigger hammersg™ “4 Diese| wales 

He ~aeamesst throws out a floppy arm to dismiss me. 

"So glorious world and glorious revolution, etc. etc. etc, 
and we're going on this trip to get layed." 

"Doc how could you? The purpose of our mutual pilgrimage 
is to purge the sins and guilt from our bodies and souls. 
Applying Coffee's theory of personal and world redemption, you 
fight fire with fire, virus with virus, love with love, sin with 
Sin, tit with tat, this with that, guilt with guilt, and 
further, further applying this most momentous theory of the 
moment in this most applicable case, namely the one that now 
confronts us on this most immemorial, beautiful and beautifully 
forgettable day in this halfassed year of our ‘fuckin Lord..." 

"Ahhhhhhh!'"'" Eyes jammmed against me and the Lent, 

Doc shouts, hands over his ears, 

"Too many words, huh? Doc you disappoint me. Used to 
listen for the tinkiling of my every syllable and now you're 
nearly as contemptuous of myself as I am." I love my laugh, 
lousy wine and cutting bile. 


"Lately you're fucked up even worse." 


"No shades of gray for me, never, not like you. Yau're 


all shades of Gray ,baby. 


They've got their lawyers and their rights! To09 late now to 
Sort it all out, takes too long. When you shoot them they 
sort of lose their power, POWER TO THR PEOPLE! 

Doc crunches down further in his seat. "You're a dreamer, 
what a dreamer! In the world of men, the real world, things 
‘get hammered out-- deals and compromises, Everybody doesn't 
_ et his own way." a a b 

"Some have bigger hammers, — Diese] wallaps 

He ~Seae¢ throws out a floppy arm to ‘dismiss me. 

"So glorious world and glorious revolution, etc. etc, etc, 
and we're 60ing on this trip to get layed," 

"Doc how could you? The purpose of our mutual Pilgrimage 
is to purge the Sins and guilt from our bodies and souls, 
Applying Coffee's theory of Personal and world redemption, you 
fight fire with fire, virus with virus, love with love, sin with 
Sin, tit with tat, this with that, guilt with guilt, and 
further, further applying this most momentous theory of the 
moment in this most applicable case, namely the one that now 
confronts us on this most immemorial, beautiful and beautifully 
forgettable day in this halfassed year of our fuckin Lord..." 

"Ahhhhhhh!" Eyes jamnmed against me and the light, 

Doc shouts, hands over his ears, 

"Too many words, huh? Doc you disappoint me. Used to 
listen for the tinkiling of my every syllable and now you're 
nearly as contemptuous of myself as I am." I love my laugh, 
lousy wine and cutting bile, 


"Lately you're fucked up gven worse," 


"No shades of Stray for me, never, not like you. Yau're 


all shades of ray, baby. 


Ten minutes of silence but no prayers. Wine sloshes, 
It's nearly dark when we reach the southbound highway. 
"Anyway Doc, in line with my new theory the immediate need 
is for self abuse, degradation, disgust, drurkeness, drugs 
if you have them, a personal self-hate to scorch: away your 
past life. Make yourself Socialist ian for the Socialist 
Revolution!" 

"Uh huh, 

"This past wek I've been thinking, reading, trying to 


purify myself to go on to Berkley." 


around 


"That's ‘funny. ©! T di you were es tear Hee 
See S al Wd 
"Ah Doc," pretend to recove Jae "Doc, romance, 
that tremulous thrust of that sexed-up air again. Did you 
feel it, do you feel it now? Though the a is purple and 
the material is blue, the thought is golden." al Sravel, deeply 
resonant to his scowling shrugg "They won't dare hang me on that 
fuckin cross tomorrow, Sunday and most of the stores areclosed. 
"Drone on Macduff." 
"Where'd you learn that?" 
"Oh I'm a college student. Leave the fuckin world alone 
for a while, huh Cof, I'm trying to Seep." 
"Ah yes Comrade a good omen, for pleasure uncomplicated 
by problems-—.+ 
<a Doc snores and I get the speedometer to 70: to fly ‘at the’ black. 
The old car stands it well until a head gasket blows a 
few hours later somew here past the Morgantown Exit on the 
—Tyrttp 


Pennsylvania Bi AValte my goring, snorting, muttering blob 
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of a medical friend and we push her down an embankment and 


Ten minutes of silence but no prayers. Wine sloshes,. 
It's nearly dark when we reach the southbound highway. 
"Anyway Doc, in line with my new theory the immediate need 
is for self abuse, degradation, disgust, drurkeness, drugs 
if you have them, a personal Self-hate to scorch: away your 
past life. Make yourself Socialist Man for the Socialist 
Revdution!" 

"Uh huh," 

"This past wek I've been thinking, reading, trying to 
purify myself to €0 on to Berkley." 


atuvid 


"That's funny. I thought you were fucking leqpepiictiees- 
sum Is | always. " 
"Ah Doc," pretend to recove immediately, "Doc, romance, 
that tremulous thrust of that sexed-up air again. Did you 
feel it, do you feel it now? Though the language is purple and 
the material is blue, the thought is golden." 1 Gravel, deeply 
resonant to his scowling shrugg "They won't dare hang me on that 
fuckin cross tomorrow, Sunday and most of the stores areclosed. . 
"Drone on Macduff." 
"Where'd you learn that?" 
"Oh I'm a college student. Leave the fuckin world alone 
for a while, huh Cof, i'm trying to deep." . 
"Ah yes Comrade a good omen, for pleasure uncomplicated 
by problems + a Y 
<iem Doc snores and [ get the speedometer to 70 to fly at the black, 
The old car stands it well until a head néeket blows a 
few hours later somewhere past the Morgantown Exit on the 
ae pee 
Pennsylvania VE Ma my goring, snorting, unuttering blob 


of a medical friend and we push her down an embankment and 
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into a clump of screeching, slapping bushes. "Well," I say. 


"So this is Berkley," says voc Si nish the wine and go to sleep. 

And in the earn nornine we're walking a macadam road. 
Ice-blue sign blares white lettem = THE LORD IS WATCHING YOU. 

"Don't doubt that," I tell a sullen, screw-faced Doc. 

"Hope he get8a voyeuristic kick." Doc stumbles, never could lift 

his feet well. J#SUS IS YOUR FRIEND. "Yeah we played pool 
Schweitzer 

together, Christ, Moses, Eisenhower, Al Sweztser and me." 

"Can't you ever stop,Cof? Ever? Yourvoice is making me sick?" 

"My charisma." Real a and their father, bearded 
like Time's Oh oem caries real post card-- they are 
laughing at me, at us. Going to click along to church in 
their buggy. Beautiful-- they're free people, making up a tiny 
vacuum in the American Greed-Sleasy Dream. We walk, dry and 
hungry, past PUT YOUR FAITH IN JusuUs. 

To gray, disheveled, shuffling Doc I say, "The emotional 
basis of Christianity is sex. ‘let me hide thyself in thee! 
etc." 

"Again?" 

"T can give you historical verification. Saint Teresa 
dreamt she was having intercourse with Christ." I sing or crack 
through a peeedry mouth-- 

Jesus screwed me as I slept, 
Dropping from the cross he hung on. 

"You told me all that before. I was shocked then, I'm 
bored now. There's one thing your revolution really has: 
repetition." 


The tar glimmers and dances under the bonded gravel. 


We're sweating and squinting. "Well well well," half-laughs 
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into a clump of screeching, slapping bushes. UWelLe el say... 
"So this is Berkley," says Dac We the wine and go to Sleep. 

And in the warm morning we're walking a macadam road. 
Ice-blue sign blares white letters THE LORD IS WATCHING YOUL 

"Don't doubt that," I tell a Sullen, screw-faced Doc. 

"Hope he getsa voyeuristic kick." Doc stumbles, never could lift 

his feet well. JESUS IS youR FRIEND. "Yeah we played pool 
Schweitzer 

together, Christ, Moses, Eisenhower, Al Swettser and me." 

"Can't you ever stop,Cof? Ever? Your voice is making me sick?" 

"My charisma." Real coe and their father, bearded 
like Time's TERE ethaeeae ig real post card-- they are 
laughing at me, at us.. Going to click along to church in 
their buggy. Beautiful-- they're free people, making up a tiny 
vacuum in the American Greed-Sleasy Dream. We walk, dry and 
hungry, past PUT YOUR FAITH IN JESUS. 

To gray, disheveled, shuffling Doc I say, "The emotional 
basis of Christianity is sex. 'Let me hide thyself in thee! 
etc! 

"Again?! 

"T can give you historical verification. Saint Teresa 
dreamt she was having intercourse with Christ." I sing or crack 
through a pegBedry mouth-- 

Jesus screwed me as I slept, 
Dropping from the cross he hung on. 

"You told me all that before. I was shocked then, I'm 
bored now. There's one thing your revolution really has: 
repetition." 


The tar glimmers and dances under the bonded gravel, 


We're sweating and Squinting. "Well well well," half-laughs 


ole Doc in all his Squinch ing —dgpiaomenginaasens, "the search for 


truth ends in Pennyslvania Dutch country," o 4 

"You should feel at home the men look like ce 
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tort me/SBSE a rabbi maliciously sucking his malicious ulcer 
at Wes" American Anglo-Saxon et But|here we are fanyway | 
or.ithe threshhold of the Bible Belt, middle-America,hard-snot 
heart of the cancerous nation. Buy your scorecards here! 
- Can't tell the righteous from the selfrighteous without..." 

Cars fling by and takb my words and we move onto the grassy 
shoulder; quilted, rolling fields stretch far away to handfuls 
of cows and miniature white barns. "Anything, anything to 
assuage thirst. Anything anything anything. We just have to 
purchase a better grade of wine, buck-fifty a gallon just wontt 
buy quality, domestic or French. Ah was ever man so sorely 
tried? Thirst thirst thirst and it's Sunday in Pennsylvania! 
Think of beer Slushing slopping foaming like the slob commercials 
on TV. All God's heavy viewers like beer," ARE YOU READY TO DIE? 
Uh uh baby, then and now, but I'm willing to live. 

"I'll settle for a glass of juice." 

Next Sign reads NEESUS 1, HIGHEST PROP CHURCHES IN Pa, 
"That's a sign, Doc." 

"T thought it was a..." 

"No, no cheap cracks, Highest proportion of churches 
equals highest proportion of sin-- using a variation of €cffee's 
famed hypocrisy theory. " 

"Another theory?" rubbing his grainy pawnbroker's chin. 

"The basic one, one fOr everything and everything for one. 
That's the way thinking is thought,!! 

"No shit? Whew! I've bet a wicked headache and my mouth 


is so dry. Don't know how you can talk," 


ole Doc in all his Squinching —capgmnaiasentTs , "the search for 
truth ends in Pennyslvania Dutch country." ida 
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at Ws Anerican Anglo-Saxon ieee aut{here we are fanyway | 


ov.ithe threshhold of the Bible Belt, middle-America,hard-snot 


4 l ae should feel at home, the men look like rabbis. 
e 


heart of the cancerous nation. Buy your scorecards here! 

- Can't tell the righteous from the selfrighteous without.» 
Cars fling by and take my words and we move onto the grassy 
shoulder; quilted, rolling fields stretch far away to handfuls 
of cows and miniature white barns. "Anything, anything to 
assuage thirst. Anything anything anything. We just have to 
purchase a better grade of wine, buck-fifty a gallon just wontt 
buy quality, domestic or French, Ah was ever man so sorely 
tried? Thirst thirst thirst and it's Sunday in Pennsylvania! 
Think of beer slushing slopping foaming like the slob commercials 
on TV. All God's heavy viewers like beer." ARE YOU READY TO DIE? 
Uh uh baby, then and now, but I'm willing to live. 

"J'11 settle for a glass of juice." 

Next Sign reads NEESUS 1, HIGHEST PROP CHURCHES IN PA, 
"That's a sign, Doc." 

"T thought it was a..." 

"No, no cheap cracks. Highest proportion of churches 
equals highest proportion of sin-- using a variation of Ccffee's 
famed hypocrisy theory. " 

"Another theory?" rubbing his grainy pawnbroker's chin. 

"The basic one, one fOr everythirg and everything for one. 
That's the way thinking is thought." 

"No shit? Whew! I've got a wicked headache and my mouth 


is so dry. Don't know how you can talk." 


"Can always talk, that's my tragic flaw." 
"One," | 
"We'll find a place for a drink, I! 11 bet my shirt," 
Wrinkling of a Jow-fastidious nose, ‘such pxpresaion 
frozen asflontn. “"T wouldn't take it," 
Now walking past the checkered Ralston feed store-- 
special on that cardboard=dry dog food dei never seen a dog 
would eat; thence towards and into the BRITE LITE_LUNCH, They 
Should have added AND GIFTE SHOPPE in that quaint little 
hysterectomy of the language Americans Perform, cause hundreds 
of kitch Pennsylvania Dutch rx signs and made~in-Japan-or- 
Hong Kong little china boys and girls populated the counter, 
Pick one up, little blond OL, Suspende.'s and a fire 
engine red mouth painted on his upper cheekbone. Was never 
much for art so I put it ree next to BREAK IT YOU BOUGHT IT 
SIGN, itself next to NEESUS, A GOOD PLACE TO LIVE WORK WORSHIP, 
For the silent majority-- they need @@BM signs, (Great people 
though-- give you the sleeves out of their vests.) 
Ham, eggs, and the garish orange juice being sluggishly 
parted by a gummy agitator in a plastic fountain of sorts. 
Coffee too, blend of battery acid and shoe polish. All tastes 
like punchouts from IBM cards and I powder pepper into everything. 
We beg the thickest Dutchman in Pennsylvania for large glasses 
of water... they come piss-warm of course. "My kingdom for a 
beer," and I try a feeling-out ploy, asking the counterman if 
he knows my aunt, Mrs Schlepping--he don't know mbody by that 
name in Neesus though there's some in Paradise. I'm happy for them, 
Wegrinning Texico-archetype comes in for "some of that-there 


pdson coffee;" Cliff is written ross his heart, 


"Cliff, thanks for the opera and where can you get a drink?" 

Yeah, so walking a momant after towards "Joe's, other end 
of town, past the ten churches and their muffled, reedy organs, 
from the damp-brownstone Episocopal-- neat grounds and graves, 
to two Bible churdes with poles hung with splotchy dayglo posters 

AND SINGING 
advertising EVANGELICAL PREAGING/IN THE BIG TENT and featuring 
a chubby preacher in a string tie holding up an a la Jesus finger. 
A trio of guitar players below him smile like cretins. 

"That's funny, they usually hold off Jesus-extortion until 
the crops come in." Single khaki gaspump is padlocked in front 
of Joe's and we go to the kitchen door, yell Cliff sent us, 
go in between hand-slicer and oven and into the bar. Interesting 
fungus on hand-slicer. "Yuk," comments Doc. 

"All drinks dollar," this from a dried out man in ancient 
gray coat sweater. I guess he's Rufus T. Penny, Prop., since 
more signs repose here, all thusly signed. NO CREDIT; 

POVERTY? TRY WORKING. ‘fhe signs mingle with bottles, razor 
blades, canned food, dusty boxes of candy. We start with 
two beers each, Rufus stirring down into the rusty chest to 
bring them up dripping. 

"I could lick the water from the outside," Doc wants while 


y 
x 
I pay. "Where'd you get all the money." 


"Since Ho is no then I don't know." He dowsn't listen to 

my answer-- sometimes questions are conventions; answers bores. 

Revolution'11 +e, ee more oats Ho died ’ Che D et ° 
i Oe ag n€ , before put fuck hiw , 

e woe e incre bv heat while Rufus 

reads TRUE DETECTIVE and Neesus ticks away outside. Switch to 
bourbon after a stretching while, same color as the interior 
of Joe's. 


Finwally appear two parched parishioners in picture hats 


"Cliff, thanks for the opera and where Can you get a drink?" 

= so walking a momant after towards "Joe's, other end 
of town, ‘past the ten churches and their muffled, reedy organs, 
from the damp~brownstone Episocopal-- neat grounds and graves, 
to two Bible churdrs with poles hung with Splotchy dayglo posters 

AND SINGING 
advertising EVANGELICAL PREAGING/IN THE BIG TENT and featuring 
a chubby preacher in a string tie holding up an a la Jesus finger, 
A trio of guitar players below him smile like cretins, 

"That's funny, they usually hold off Jesus-extortion until 
the crops come in," Single khaki Baspump is padlocked in front 
of Joe's and we go to the kitchen door, yell Cliff sent us, 

g§0 in between hand-slicer and oven and into the bar. Interesting 
fungus on hand-slicer, "Yuk," comments Doc. 

"All drinks dollar," this from a dried out man in ancient 
gray coat sweater. I guess he's Rufus 7, Penny, Prop., since 
more signs repose here, all thusly signed. NO CREDIT; 

POVERTY? TRY WORKING. ‘fhe Signs mingle with bottles, razor 
blades, canned food, dusty boxes of candy. We start with 
two beers each, Rufus stirring down into the rusty chest to 
bring them up dripping. 


"I could lick the water from the outside," Doc mnts while 


I pay. "Where'd you get all the aes! 
"Since Ho is no then I don't know." He dowsn't listen to 

my answer-— sometimes questions are conventions; answers bores, 

__Revolution'1] make people ee alert. Ho died # Che ICs 

ee OR - al ed. ROE be in ¢ OTe Ayes neat BK hehe 

reads TRUE DETECTIVE and Neesus ticks away outside, Switch to 


bourbon after a stretching while, same color as the interior 
of Joe's, 


Finwally appear two parched parishioners in picture hats 


one very thin and one quite fat. (Don't mind the language, 
this is =pmemge 4 Children's bese! they come in in a rushed 
flush with a tenkle and jangle, take off their Sweet picture 
hats order double Scotches, 

Rufus Sieaetvebly of fusive, "How're things down there?" 

"Ohe.e. you know." 

"Mmmm," 

WDOo-. 1% begin slowly, reverentially, "this is truly a 
miracle of flesh in a kingdom of shit. You see those young 
ladies?" | os | 

“Thanks but no thanks," : 

"Barkeep calls them Bertha and beahies but I have more 
profound names for then." 

"Climb back into your ‘Lee Cof." 

"Don! tim 

‘Whaaa?" 

"Look, look at tham..; just now. Ignore them." 

"Most assuredly," | | | 

nt-have their real names, ‘The dark,,. thin... obviously 
treacherous one, Slinking, sneering panther,:-is... Circe, for 
She turns men into swine," 

"T don't know how far she'd have to G0 with you," 

"Put aside your Jew-vicious wit, save it for the Arabs in 
your concentration camps," 

"How'd anybody Grow up so nice?" 

i. bo, Sy aie mes os af Hames a to go n, bet burly Scorn: 
"And! And! ‘The fat red sparkler is Barrelasses nowledge o 
my thology necessary, She has hair like a day dawning over a 


gray dump and a body meant for Spawning. ‘This is part of the 


carse, Doc, three raw credits in archetypal women,'! 


I 


one very thin and one quite fat (Don't mind the language, 
this is <pmme a children's pect They come in in a rushed 
flush with a tenkle and jangle, take off their sweet picture 
hats order double scotches,. 

Rule Mibes acm tie Gri ciy "How're things down there?" 

"Oh.eo. you know." 

"Mmmm ,"' 

"Doo ," I begin slowly, reverentially, "this is truly a 
miracle of flesh in a kingdom of shit. You see those young 
ladies?" 

"Thanks but no thanks." 

"Barkeep calls them Bertha and Leonore but I have more 
profound names for them," 

"Climb back into your tree Cof." 

"Don Ets 

"Whaaa?" 

"Look, look at them... just now. Ignore them." 

"Most assuredly." 

"T have their real names. The dark... thin... obviously 
treacherous one, slinking, sneering panther, is... Circe, for 
she turns men into swine," 

"IT don't know how far she'd have to 80 with you," 

"Put aside your Jew-vicious wit, save it for the Arabs in 
your concentration camps," 

"How'd anybody grow up so nice?" 
ies oyae enti iti ne mee q af A aac to > fo) eo rbund! score], 
"hind? And!) The’ fat ‘red ari is irene exeby knowledge ily 
mythology necessary. She has hair like a day dawning over a 


gray dump and a body meant for Spawning. ‘This is part of the 


Carse, Doc, three raw credits in archetypal women." 


"Too raw for me. Ugh!" These men of taste can never 
enjoy themselves, schools make dogmatic fairies out of them, 

"Also my prematurely gray, prematurely old, establisment 
escapee, you'll notice they exude the same fragrance which 
struck through to our very hearts when we left school. This 
indeed is a most profound turn of events, Doc, my friend." 

Doc narrows his nose, his eyes look boiled. "I smell 
something like talcum Gull rubber," 

a end hopeless, (se enter anyone's pants if you 
don't es ce Now we will look at them," 

"They're ugly. No qualification." Circe and Barrelasse 
put more force behind their giggles for they know we're watching, 

Thin one drinks in a measured way now, the other talks in 
jiggling animation, shaking the bacelets on her indian-red, 
puffy arm. "Observe closely Doc. ‘The thin one, Circe... 
flat chest... thin lips... pointed chin and nose... those 
yellow, canine teeth, muh! Her heart beats steadily, steadily, 
coldly, coldly. Can you hear the icy coursing of her freezing 
frozen blood? She's a cannibal Doc, bleed you to death like 
a parson etherized upon a trollop... a biter... a clawer. You'll 
never lose the print of her teeth in your neck," 

"I'll never go near her, I can guaranttee you that." Circe 
sees to nod a razory smile at us, Barrelasse guffaws. kufus 
“Sew checks brassiere ads in COSMOPOLITAN, 

“Mechanically vicious, biting tearing, bleeding, ripping 
sex!" 

"You're horny, ,sick and ‘horny. Ought to see a doctor, 
no shit," 


"Now take Barrelasse for contrast, she stands for the 


fertility and fullness, health in a rammy world, jolliness, 


"Too raw for me, Ugh!" These men of taste Can never 
enjoy themselves, schools make dogmatic fairies out of them, 

"Also my prematurely gray, prematurely Old, establisment 
escapee, you'll notice they exude the same fragrance which 
struck through to our very hearts when we left school, This 
indeed is a most profound turn of events, Doc, my friend," 

Doc narrows his nose, his eyes look boiled. "I smell] 
something like talcum el rubber," 

pt ea hopeless, / Never enter anyone's pants if you 
don pete Sosancc Now we will look at them." 

\Bhagtrs ugly. No qualification." Circe and Barrelasse 
put more force behind their giggles for they know we're watching, 

Thin one drinks in a measured way now, the other talks in 
jiggling animation, shaking the bacelets on her Indian-red, 
puffy arm. "Observe Closely Doc. ‘The thin one, Circe... 
flat chest... thin lips... pointed Chin and nose... those 
yellow, canine teeth, wuh! Her heart beats Steadily, steadily, 
coldly, coldly. Can you hear the icy coursing of her freezing 
frozen blood? She's a cannibal Doc, bleed you to death like 
a parson etherized upon a trollop... a biter... a clawor. You'll 
never lose the print of her teeth in your neck," 

"I'll never go near her, I can guaranttee you that." Circe 
sees to nod a razory smile at us, Barrelasse guffaws. Rufus 
“Sear checks brassiere ads in COSMOPOLITAN, 

"Mechanically vicious, biting tearing, bleeding, ripping 
sex t' 

ere horny, ,sick and ‘horny. . Oukght to see a doctor, 
no shit." 


"Now take Barrelasse for contras t; she stands for the 


fertility and fullness, health in a rammy world, jolliness, 


I3 


fun and games aspect of ass. Playing around, Making the rounds 
around her various rounds. Double muh! She's an 61d saw-toothed 
fertility goddess. Doc, friend and brother though Jew, she's 
all things to all men but Circe's only one. Circe belongs to you. 
You can't live further without experiencing her, ! 

Doc slams his drink down, "I know you, you're not kidding, 
you should be but you're not. I'm going back to school, I was 
going to anyway. I'm not going to screw my life away with you 
and these old bags." 

"You cannot renounce Circe. She'll make you a believer, 
Cannot escape Circe. She'll pursue you across the fallen pants 
of time. Cannot refuse Circe-- she's a landmark in the geography 
of lust." 

"Bullshit horseshit shit shit shit!" Docts carried away in 
a most disgusting way. : Ss0yne 

"Give in Doc. When you're married to,Sandy and living 
in that pinkcandy cottage down Lollipop Lane you'll yearn for 
a woman Jike Circe through infinities of wet dreams. If you 
don't break your ass for medicine and greed and dull your mind 
altogether, it'll drive you ical sigs 

Panic slides into Doc's voice. "They're classically ugly, 
unbelievably so." Now both smile over at us in their ways. 

"Beauty as the poet says is only scab deep. Besides my 
practiced eye recognizes a can't-miss fuck-fete. Why Circe 
has already reamed her animal eyes into your mockie, ultra- 
Civilized soul." 

"Cut it out, come off it. You make me throw up. Usually. 


Moreso now,'! 


"Just look at them Doc!" Barrelass : 
ne laughs and talks 
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around her various rounds. Double muh! She's an 61d saw-toothed 


fun and games aspect of ass, Playing around. Making the rounds 


fertility goddess... Doc, friend and brother though’ Jew, she's 
all things to all men but Circets only one. Circe belongs to you. 
You can't live further without experiencing her, : 

Doc slams his drink down. "I know you, you're not kidding, 
you should be but you're poe I'm going back to school, I was 
going to anyway. I'm not going to screw my life away with you 
and these old bags," 

"You cannot renounce Circe. She'll make you a believer. 
Cannot escape Circe. She'll pursue you across the fallen pants 
of time. Cannot refuse Circe-- she's a landmark in the geography 
of Just .™ 

"Bullshit horseshit shit shit shit!" Doc's carried away in 
a most disgusting way. some 

"Give in Doc. When you're married poaaney and living 
in that pinkcandy cottage down Lollipop Lane you'll yearn for 
a woman like Circe through infinities of wet dreams. If you 
don't break your ass for po aoe greed and dull your mind 
altogether, it'll drive you up,the wall." 

Panic slides into Doc's voice. "They're classically ugly, 
unbelievably so." Now both smile over at us in their ways. 

"Beauty as the poet says is only scab deep. Besides my 
practiced eye recognizes a can't-miss fuck-fete. Why Circe 
has already reamed her animal eyes into your mockie, ultra- 
civilized soul." 

"Cut it out, come off it. You make me throw up. Usually. 


Moreso now,'! 


“Just look at them Doc!" Barrelass : 
laughs and talks 


and jiggles and jingles and shakes jelly-shakes, Circe donates 
a series of bitter assents, "They're beautiful beautiful 
beautiful! Primitive, unspoiled. Gaugan would lap their 
cunts and paint them, Yet Art has never touched their lives. 
Think of it! They have lived without knowing all the wonderful 
things we have learned at Pangloss U. Unspoiled though not 
untried. Besides, you cannot have a revolution without the 
workers=-- we must get to know the workers, We'll fuck them 
hard and deep and get to appreciate bastt ssmer lives." 

"Jesus!" : 

"Time to make our move Doc." 

"Yeah, see you later." 

"Time to find love in Neesus rhymes with Jesus Pennsylvania." 

"Uh huh, it's been nice listening to your asinine and 
incediary ideas and thanks for that peectian we had-- they 
haven't stopped laughing yet." 3 

"Won't let you cop out Doc. .Got to do your duty by these 
girls, got to do the right thing now, you'll savor them later 
on:/¥8ur Establishment-Jew life." 

"T pass."" Never saw him so assured, so confident. 
Anybody that sure is easy meat. Curious phrase. 

“You take Circe and I'll find my life in Barrelass. 

"Come on let's get out of here." Old born-weary Doc 
scrapes his chair and shows he's a little drunk. 

"These are the yearning Western godesses I promised!" 
Turns his back ani starts walking away. "Doc! Must face the 

task with courage and resolve. ‘This nation wasn't built by 


men who were afraid to take on a couple of locale!" I upend 
my glass to let the cube slide down my throat. It's bigger 


than I think and I contemplate dying among the filth and 


and jiggles and jingles and shakes jelly-shakes, Cire donates 
a series of bitter assents,. "They're beautiful beautiful 
beautiful! Primitive, unspoiled, Gaugan would lap their 
cunts and paint them. Yet Art has never touched their lives. 
Think of it! They have lived without knowing all the wonderful 
things we have learned at Pangloss U, Unspoiled though not 
untried. Besides, you cannot have a revolution without the 
workers-- we must get to know the workers. We'll fuck them 
hard and deep and get to appreciate their inner lives," 

"Jesus!" 

"Time to make our move Doc," 

"Yeah, see you later"! 

"Time to find love in Neesus rhymes with Jesus Pennsylvania." 

"Uh huh, it's been nice listening to your asinine and 
incediary ideas and thanks for that revolution we had-- they 
haven't stopped laughing yet." 

"Won't let you cop out Doc. Got to do your duty by these 
girls, got to do the right thing now, you'll savor them later 
on ./¥Bur Establishment-Jew life." 

"T pass."" Never saw him so assured, so confident. 
Anybody that sure is easy meat. Curious phrase. 

"You take Circe and I'll find my life in Barrelass. 

"Come on let's get out of here." Old born-weary Doc 
scrapes his chair and shows he's a little drunk. 

"These are the yearning Western godesses I promised!" 
Turns his back and starts walking away. "Doc! Must face the 

task with courage and resolve. This nation wasn't built by 


be 


men who were afraid to take on a couple of locals. I upend 
my glass to let the cube slide down my throat. It's bigger 


than I think and I contemplate dying among the filth amd@ 
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and NO CREDIT Signs, My choking brings Doc back, 

"Dost thou call me Villain?" J roar, freezing Rufus and his 
greasy rag, the girls in the middle of a mutual appraisal of 
a freehand boss. I lurch over to them and Doc tries to catch 
my arm, 

Circe shifts menacingly and Barrelass Smiles, "My friend 
and 4, pire begin, "have been embroiled in an argument Philosophical, 
Forgive us for te intervustion of your chaste meditations," 

"That's OK we're sure," hisses Circe through her yellow 
teeth. 

nit was nice meeting you!" Doc's broken smile, my elbow 
in his hand, 

"Innkeeper, give these fair damsels a libation courtesy of 
Percy Byron," 

"Fair maids, that's good!" roars Barrelasse. "Sit down, 
Sonny, before you fall down." Circe concurs by sneering 
thinly, in; geniously Plampes to the edge of her Chair, 

Rufus brings the drinks and tells me to keep it down, 

I ponder this, pretty good advice for all occasions,. The: 

girls look uneasy so I assure then, "We don't mean to be smart 

or anything. No kidding you really are attractive, I mean in 

& special, mature way." I wince in Circe's slicing eye. 
oo. . 

"IT mean 39 faces show that you've lived a little, understand 

life a hell of a lot more than these young dum things. Ever 

See the face of Miss America? ‘The stupid inhokunber I don't 

mean to imply that you've PES. everything,"! 

Barrelass is sure one lusty laugher., "Yeah yeah we're 
beautiful, jst beautiful. What a Character! What crap! 


What a ton of malarky!" Circe affirms | with a yellow shark-smile, 


| [5 
and NO CREDIT signs, My Choking brings Doc back, a) 
"Dost thou call me villain?" I roar, freezing Rufus and his 
greasy rag, the girls in the middle of a mutual appraisal of 
a freehand boss. I lurch over to them and Doc tries to catch 
my arm. 

Circe shifts menacingly and Barrelass smiles. "My friend 
and I," 1 begin, "have been embroiled in an argument philosophical. 
Forgive us for te interruption of your chaste meditations," 

"That's OK we're sure," hisses Circe through her yellow 
teeth. 

mht was nice meeting you!" Doc's broken smile, my elbow 
in hishand. 

"Innkeeper, give these fair damsels a libation courtesy of 
Percy Byron," 

"Fair maids, that's good!" roars Barrelasse. "Sit down, 
sonny, before you fall down." Circe concurs by sneering 
thinly, ingeniously clamped to the edge of her chair. 

Rufus brings the drinks and tells me to keep it down. 
I ponder this, pretty good advice for all occasions.. The 
girls look uneasy so I assure them. "We don't mean to be smart 
or anything. No kidding you really are attractive, I mean in 
a special, mature way."" I wince in Circe's slicing eye. 

yo ll | 

"IT mean sowie. faces show that you've lived a little, understand 
life a hell of a lot more than these young dumb things. Ever 
see the face of Miss America? The stupid innocence? I don't 
mean to imply that you've done everything." 

Barrelass is sure one lusty laugher. "Yeah yeah we're 
beautiful, jst beautiful. What a character! What crap! 


What a ton of malarky!" Circe affirms’ with a yellow shark-smile. 
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Reedy ladies, you have me and my friend wrong," 

“Him maybe," snaps out Circe, "You collega boys or Something?" 

"Shhhh, supposed to look like them... on a little government job." 

Circe's attempt at humor makes her seem even more sinister, 
"Counterspy? Like on the TV?" : 

“Oh you're winners all right. I can see that." I peer directly 
at Barrelass after she vents her jolly psaun: "Tell me, what 
brings you to this dreary town? Surely you are stopping over while 
your Rolls is being repaired," 

"Yeah," chisels out Circe, "that's some laugh. We*®re here 
fora few snorts sos we can face our positions at the hosiery mill 
tomorrow," 

"Do you like sox-a lot?" 

"Women's hose we make, sonny." Thus butts in fertle Barrelass, 
looking not so quizzical as Circe, 

"No fooling though, you college boy? Aren't you old?" Circe 


pees 


"Yeah no fooling though y" DD 0G; Vh, Vis - 


tries to bring Doc into the conversation, 


"It talks, isn't it sweet? . ; . Tbe maternal Slithers © 
through Circe's fangs, 

“What college?" From Barrelass, 

"Yale," I blow on my fingers, 

"Oh, rich boy?" inquires sweet Circe. 

"No, not really. My father is C. Westerly West the New York 
Banker," 

"Yeah," Barrelass spits, "and the farmer took another load away.” 
"What about Graybeard here?" 

"Oh he's going to be a great doctor-- you can say you knew him when," 


"The money they charge is outrageous," notes Circe. 
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"Really, ladies, you have me and my friend wrong," 

"Him maybe," snaps out Circe. "You collega boys or something?" 

"Shhhh, supposed to look like Ekom... on a little government job." 

Circe's attempt at humor makes her seem even more Sinister, 
"Counterspy? Like on the TV?" 
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at Barrelass agter she vents her jolly sarcasm, "Tell me, what 
brings you to this dreary town? Surely you are stopping over while 
your Rolls is being repaired." 

"Yeah,"' chisels out Circe, "that's some laugh. We*re here 
fora few snorts sos we can face our positions at the hosiery mill 
tomorrow," : 

"Do you like sox a lot?" 

"Women's hose we make, sonny." Thus butts in fertle Barrelass, 
looking not so quizzical as Circe, 

"No fooling though, you college boy? Aren't you old?" Circe 
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"Yeah no fooling thougn," ) 0C; V bh , ESS Fan ae 


tries to bring Doc into the conversation. 


"It talks, isn't it sweet? . the maternal slithers 
through .Circe's fangs, 

“What college?" From Barrelass. 

"Yale," I blow on my fingers. 


"Oh, rich boy?" inquires sweet Cir 


~~ 
Cc) 
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"No, not reallv. Mv father is C. Westerly West the New York 
> A oh XN “§ 202 
" " + ~ 
Yeah ,' Barrelass spits, "and the farmer took another load away.” 


"What about Graybeard here?" 


"Oh he's going to be a great doctor=- you can say you knew him when." 


"The money they charge is outrageous," notes Circe. 


"TT 


We drink and kid. we Wance well into the Neesus night, 
me and Barrelass rolypolying around in polkas, Doc and Crttce 
locked grimly tight regardless of rhythm, Dow mouth hanging @en-- 
note to Sandy-ilks: give a little or the Circe’ 11 beat you out 
in the short run, maybe in the long run, anyway PED eR long run. 

creates Oi tting down with Barrelass, both of us panting 
and sweating while we watch the dance of distension. "Your 
girlfriend is, uh, rather affectionate." 

"¥eah? So am I... at times," 

"T thaught you might be." 

"You don't think you're fooling anybody with this act of 
yours do you?" Barrelass has wise and wrinkled eyes. 

"J understand you perfectly. We're just looking for a good 
time. How about it?" 

"Just like that?" 

"Right!" We watch those crawlingly insinuating dancers 
for a few minutes while Barrelass thinks or something. 

"Well... it's OK with me and I know it'll be with her. she 
likes that funny ole friend of yours." 

"Salt of the earth, Doc, sometimes you want pepper."' Barrelasse 
catches Circe's eye and they're off to the Ladies' Room. "Doc," 
I caution when he wanders over, "come in from out of Sight awhile 
will you?" 

"Yeah what what what?" 

"These two are sharper than I thought, so watch a es 

Doc sways, Sleeping face. "Ca I talk to youl" 

"T believe so." 


"Know what that girl's doing out there?" 


“Waven't the Toast «" 


dj 


Shek tS 
Ste ee 


"She's throwing it up to me... actually th-row..." 

"What would your m-other say?" 

"T don't know the polite expression," Doc Siggles, all pink 
and gray. 

"Must be one, enough polite people do it," 

"If we have to split up you'll understand," 

"If we don't hang together we'll hang separately." 

“Letts go men,'"' sneers Circe as Barrelasse empties all our 
glasses and Doc trips over Sis! fect in ®his lust-thrust. 

Avcabin in! the woods is alluded to as 1 bargain with Rufus 
T. Penny, Prop. for a fifth of Sailor's Choice, "What do you 
get for Sailor's Choice and who in town makes oa 

Ten.” 

"Bight?" 

"Sold, Have fun." A laconic, Christian moment. 

So we pile Ane Barrelass's 1951 Buick, she slides the wheel 
through her bellies, my redhead, and we roar off into the frosty 
night. "Ah what a night," intone I, "the piercing stars and lovely 
air in Neesus rhymes with Jesus Pennsylvania," 

"Save your strength, sonny," bellows Barrelass, 

After ten minutes of hairy driving during which Circe and 
Doc attempt to make up for what life has done to them-- and in 
the same way-- we're at the dark cabin, 

Inside, I light the small oil lamp to see two beds with 
army blankets. ‘Te medium is the message. Sit on one bed and 
pass the bottle back and forth, Doc and Circe continually yawning 
to tell us they wanted to get with it. We finish the bottle 


and I blow, "Night night" the lamp out. 


we 
~~ 
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"She's throwing it up to me... actually th-row..e" 

"What would your m-other gay?" 

a don't know the polite expression," Doc stegles, all pink 
and gray. 

"Must be one, enough polite people do it." 

"Tf we have to wis ee you'll understands! 

"If we don't hang together we'll hang separately." 

Me at ha go men," sneers Circe as Barrelasse empties all our 
elasses and Doc trips over his. feet in Whis lust-thrust. 

A cabin in the woods is alluded to as I bargain with Rufus 
T. Penny, Prop. for a fifth of Sailor's Choice. "What do you 
get for Sailor's Choice aid web in town makes it?" 

"Ten." i : 

"Bight?" 

"Sold. Have fun." A laconic, christian moment. 

So we pile into Barrelass's 1951 Buick, she slides the wheel 
through her bellies, my redhead, and we roar off into the frosty 
night. "Ah what a night," intone Ll, "the piercing stars and lovely 
air in Neesus rhymes with Jesus Pennsylvania." 

"Save your strength, sonny," bellows Barrelass. 

After ten minutes of hairy driving during which Circe and 
Doc attempt to make up for what life has done to sabi and in 
the same way-- we're at the dark cabin. 

Inside, I light the small oil lamp to see two beds with 
army blankets. ‘Ie medium is the message. 5it on one bed and 
pass the bottle back and forth, Doc wad Hises continusiiy yawning 


ret with it. We finish the bottle 


UU 


to tell us they wanted to 


and I blow, "Night .nisht" the lamp out. 


i 

Barrelass and I make it like instant coffee then pinch and 
punch and say jackass foolish things. Finally we listen-- to 
the grim explosions from the other sideof the cabin. It's gets 
us pretty giggly until finally "What the hell you think I an, 
Superman?" convulses us altogether, It's not cones stent with 
Doc's character-- they taught me how to write a ONY the 
university and I'm doing it all wrong. 

Rain whams the tin roof an hour or so afterward and I have 
to realy roar to be heard. "Been getting waves, vibrations from 
Circe." 

"Who? &. ine r: in guiTes @ 

NY oy ae se 8 i } eos 

ro : 
coral thought... a little variety..." 

Barrelass punches me, "I don't go for that shit." Doc 
is noncommital or perhaps asleep but a real American'll screw 
anything thrown into his lap. 

"OK with me ots Pale into@ie thundering dark. 


"Uh Uh. I don't know what you think we are but..." 


"Aw come on, you'll have fun with old Doc and besides 


= aes isthe i.e of ee . ie Aes pagan 3S pe 7 ape me wince, 
an ul nok Wr To. 
i Rs silénce APY donot Co bid den Rf Al e 
Hammerin 


has gotten up. “Then Coe asi b. 2 Ain [ 
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Moments later Barrelass screams "Well what're you waiting 


for big boy?" and Circe digs her teeth into se be, she talehar . 


Barrelass and I make it like instant coffee then pinch and 
punch and say jackass foolish things. Finally we listen-- to 
the grim explosions from the other sideof the cabin. It's gets 
us pretty giggly until finally "What the hell you think I am, 
Superman?" convulses us altogether. It's not consistent with 
Doc's character-- they taught me how to write a UY the 
university and I'm doing it all wrong. 

Rain whams the tin roof an hour or so afterward and I have 
to realy roar to be heard. "Been getting waves, vibrations from 
Circe." : 

nynoo" Circe IM guITeS e 

"you mee hi iy dls 

et thought... a little variety..." 

Barrelass punches me. "I don't go for that shit."" Doc 
is noncommital or perhaps asleep but a real American'll screw 
aaything thrown into his lap. 

"OK with me, tal S POs jintomaee thundering dark. 
"Uh Uh. I don't know what you think we are bulene 


"Aw come on, you'll have fun with old Doc and besides 
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Moments later Barrelass screams “Well what'!re you wa ting 


for big boy?" and Circe digs her teeth into amr hn GY ale aot 1 
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Morning stands battleship gray in he. jopr and the day drips 


wind i'm klene with 2 Cold in Bolivia stom hy head explabs 
down into my stomach, leaving my mouh grbage. Doc sobs on a rock 
mid toadstools of snow. Behind him a twisting avenue of ice- 
coated black trees, our knotted clothes festooning them. Make 


my sick way over to Doc, | "Ohhhhhhhh..." two down nudes 


s Ap other deter seach 
“How am J going to face my 


“Wear your white coat," I shriek and he blubbers up to face 
me. I go on into his livid, hideously angry face, always go on, 
but here the situation needed generalizing. "We have witnessed, 
fellow pilgrim, the death of poetry in Neesus rhymes with Jesus 
Pennsylvania." Muffled sounds come at me from everywWere. 

"The destruction of romance... triumph of the American Way, 
mean, greedy, snotty... triumph of the mean-green-snot American 
Way. Fuck thy neighbor." I shout louder to drown out the 
racking sobs of Doc, the muffled sounds that come faster and 
faster. "This is experience! . I promised you experinnce. Now ; 
you must come with me ‘to Herkkey. On to Berkley! My Che! 

You will be my Che!" He ‘has been beating on me of course but 

I can't feel it. I want to. but i cantt . And I grab his hands 
and they harg there as iin eyes shoot everywhere. 


t!hium. Van sre f4nelivoa bum. thatts at: That's all there 
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Morning stands battleship gray in the gopr and the day drips 
eehin 


and I'm alone with a Cold in Bolivia ix by head explabs 
down into my stomach, leaving my mouh grbage. Doc sobs on a rock 
mid toadstools of snow. Behind him a twisting avenue of ice- 
coated black trees, our knotted clothes festooning them, “Make 


my sick way over to Doc, "Ohhhhhhhh.ee." Two down nudex 
ey kn ot i ne Me 
"How am I going to face my like this? ries 


"Wear your white coat," I shriek and he blubbers up to face 
mee I go on into his livid, hideously angry face, always go on, 
but here the situation needed generalizing. "We have witnessed, 
fellow pilgrim, the death of poetry in Neesus rhymes with Jesus 
Pennsylvania." Muffled sounds come at me from everywere, 

"The destruction of romance... triumph of the American Way, 
mean, greedy, snotty... triumph of the mean-green-snot American 
Way. Fuck thy neighbor." I shout louder to drown out tne 
racking sobs of Doc, the muffled sounds that come faster and 
faster, "This is experience! I promised you experinnce. Now 
you must come with me to Berkley. On to Berkley! My Che! 

You will be my Che!" He has been beating on me of course but 

I can't feel it. I want to but I cant, And I grab his hands 
and they haré there as his eyes shoot everywhere. 


"Bum. You are finally a bum, that's it. That's all there 


al 
is to it. Oh my God help your servant. | Oh my God help your 
servant." He's upset. “7 [ct hive Oe 
"Fuck all that stuff. Come with me’ to Berkley. On to 
Berkley. It's where it's at Doc nal I need you, Doc, baby." 
Can't get him to look at my eyes. 


"Berkley Berkley Berkley 7») : 
Berkley, you bum, you fuckin bum ie +r nk 7 arranie 
"T know the revolution ws a fiop BPs: 3 Se chaise 
episode. I'm sorry. But I'm no bum Doc, I'm no bum, I'm..." 
The trees shower down ice and cover my words, 
"I got to go back, I can't cop out. I have to stop copping 
aut, Cof. My life is shit. I've got to get hold I"ve got to ; 
catch noias He embraces his lve s aK in self 
"You don't know how hard I work with myself Doc. I'm é 
trying to be good. You don't know how hard I try to be good." 
Now he looks at wee "Fuck yout" 
"I rip myself up every day. I kill myself every day{ 1 am 
godd, Doc, I am good! I take on my awful hangups every day and 
they rip me up but I go on. And now I'm going on to Berkley Doc!" 
"You're out of it Coffee. roar ve hae at Coffee. I can't 
take anymore. I... really can't take rns! Single large 
tear hangs off his nose the slob. "Going, Cof. I'm ping Cof,. 
I'm going back." And he turns and starts to get his,c onen 
from the trees. 


"VYoullscribble blood into your pants for the rest of yaur 


life you Jew Cop-out fink prick cocksucker!" JI ‘divine the secret from 
he unties from an icy tree. : 
‘the shorts/: . “And don't forget to wring your hands, by all means 


don't forget to wring your hands, and have a dialog, and go through 
channels fat Jew Establishment pimp. Let's rol] our eyes, let's 


pull our pricks, let's write letters."' He's a splotch of pink now, 


Sirois: ima eT es eee aonb no ta nae 
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is to it. Oh my God a your servant. Oh my God help your 
servant." He's upset, x fet hina é) » 

"Fuck all that stuff. Come with me to Berkley. On to 
Berkley. It's where it's at Doc baby. I need you, Doc, baby." 
Can't get him to look at my eyes. 

"Berkley Berkley Berkley A) *’ 

Berkley, you bum, you fuckin aa de tr Bo. arrange 

"T know the revolution ws a roll 3 try Eiland: yale 
episode. I'm sorry. But I'm no bum Doc, I'm no bum, I'm..." 

The trees shower down ice and cover my words. 

"I got to go back. I can't cop out. I have to stop copping 
gut, Cof. My Jife is shit. I've got to get hold, I"ve got..to 
catch hold." H@ C@ymbraces hig 6 blyes E shakin ; 


"You don't know how hard I work with ies Doc. I'm 


trying to be good. You don't know how hard I try to be good." 
Now he looks at aoe Puck you!" 
"I rip myself up every day. I kill myself every day{” I am 
godd, Doc, I am good! I take on my awful hangups every day and 
they rip me up but I go on. And now I'm going on to Berkley Doc!" 
"You're out of it Coffee. You've had it Coffee. I can't 
take anymore. I... really can't take anymore." Single large 
Cof.. I'm ging Cof. 
Oten 


I'm going back.'' And he turns and starts to set hisgc Mines 


oy 


tear hangs off his nose the slob. "Going 


from the trees. 


"Youll scribble blood into your pants for the rest of your 


life you Jew Cop-out fink prick cocksucker!" I divine the secret from 
he unties from an icy tree. 
‘the shorts/:°. "And don't forget to wring your hands, by all means 


don't forget to wring your hands, and have a dialog, and go through 
channels fat Jew Establishment pimp. Let's roll our eyes, let's 


pull our pricks, let's write letters." He's a splotch of pink now, 


24. 


receding down the avenue of f black, ice-glazed trees towards some 
kind of infinity ctmecgenamizce, “Oh and oh and oh don't forget 
petitions, lots and lots of peti tions/ Yeah and put rings into 
your mouth, train it mealy." Don't know. if he hears me, don't 
know if he hears me now. "They put it ad a up your ass it's 
coming out of your mouth, It's coméng out of your mouth, Itts 
coming out of your mouth." Hels gone. 
He's gone. Doc's gone, 
A” whole lot of tears errupt out of me, all over my face, 
‘Be size of dimes ,and I put my head in my hands and breathe 
the dark in. I loved Doc. I guess I loved Doc as much as 
anybody, Z | 
Wonk! Jesus Christ every ors lee cracked in brilliant, 
rrrunning sunlight. Pe ABAD, GAP a TT I screamed in 
its frightening loveliness, and screamed and Screamed until ativytece 


got silent all at once. Got my clothes shook the lice out went on 


to Berkley. 
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receding down the avenue of black, ice+glazed trees towards some 
Kind of infinity ofweemie, “Oh and oh and oh don't forset 
petitions, lots and lots of petitionsf Yeah and put rings into 
your mouth, train it mealy." Dontt knoe if he hears me, don't 
know if he hears me now, "They put it so far up your ass it's 
coming out of your mouth. It's coméng out of your mouth, Itts 
coming out of your mouth." Hels gone. 
He's gone. Doc's gone. 
AT whole lot of tears errupt out of me, all over my face, 
the size of dimes ,and I put my head in my hands and breathe 
the dark in. I loved Doc. I guess I loved Doc as much as 
anybody. 
Wonk! Jesus ee every oyminy tree cracked in brilliant, 
rrrunning sunlight, one UBS TL OBES ¢ lophet- I screamed ing 
its frightening loveliness, and screamed and screamed until eee 


got silent all at once, Got my clothes shook the lice out went on 


to Berkley. 


Frank B. Ford 
741 South Franklin Street 
West Chester, PA 19380 


MOVING THE REVOLUTION TO PENNSYLVANIA 


It failed in Connecticut. We scheduled it too close to Spring semester break. 
Thus, after our first attempt to take the Administration Building was flooded by 
state cops (Bay of Pigs) , we couldn't regroup the next day since people were 
going home. Another mass movement gets fucked by human nature--is that 
a historical theory? 

So as Doc and I leave for Berkley to study the right way the soggy evening 
comes at us. 

"Ah ‘God and Marx, Fidel and Che, smell that)Doc. Fill your capitalistically 
polluted lungs." (Poison is as free as the air. ) "Breathe it in! Muh!" 

"Yeah? So what?" Doc, you'll find, is gray and noncommital 

"Do you know what that is?" How could he then and now? 

"What do yai think you're getting at now, Coffee?" I'm Coffee, odd name, 
but anagram for revolutionary asshole in Thai. 

"Why simply that pring is the time of fertility! Pregnant unto bursting 
the great deep dark mysterious woman of the earth awakes, rolls over and breathes 
her heavy smell into your bland Jew-face. And it’s Spring! Bored beginner! 

Pay your hardon heed as your fancy lithely burns to thoughts of- ** 

"Pants. '' Doc's down finality. | 


YOU Pe anticipating — Amvway ti time ts tain meaitieen cs 2 


off 
the plaque from your teeth, and the shine I say the shine from/your tail. 


That smell Doc, I should say fragrance, fellow seeker, is sex. "' 

“Smells like urine." A printed housewife watches a light change with us. 

" For Crisakes Doc and before you sa lay some rubber down and 
the speedometer splits ten--that shapeless lady in your historically ravaged 
Zion mind, I want to caution that if you're going to be naturalistic and medical 
about this whole thing we'll never find our selves and life on this freaked-out 
fucked-up Berkley pilgrimage. “ 

"I thought we were going direct to Berkley, driving through till we get there. 
I didnt hear a thing about getting me enroute, "' 

> "Or whatever. " 

“Or whatever. " 

"Doc, some day we'll fall in love. -‘Separatély. Start of the Ma-Pa 
golden bore. But before that happy day let us see if the corridor of life 
is flanked by an alcove or two where we can get sucked off. Hey?" 

"[T never saw such a revolution," Doc informs the reticulated windshield 
as it slivers the whipping-by trees, "everybody takes time off whenever he wants, " 

"When the inevitable is inevitable why sweat it?"' And)Doc sleeps and tries 
to sleep but I goon. Why are people quiet when their words can gather life? 
"This sex-thrust fragrance is a good omen, Doc. We are heading west and 
the dying sun is sucking us in-" 

"You're" he rolls to face his window "disgusting. " 

"To the West but not to death. Nay! But to Berkley and the New Age!" 

"You're going to Berkley," he says into the shredded upholstery. "I think 
I'm along for a day or two. Inever learn. Maybe I got some fatal attraction 


to the halfass. '" 


I drive a couple of hours, get to New Haven where my frumpy sleep- stinking 
medical Jew philosopher unpends our gallon of Zinfandel and lets it wieetd down 
his throat. Jews do a lot passively, even drink. They've stop taking gas showers, 
though, in favor of ripping the shit out of Arabs, 

We're watching the world from space. 

"Doc! Baby! Fate will sown throw us through the underwear of some 
yearning Western Goddess in our pursuit of faith across the fallen pants of time, " 

"Bullshit:!"" wipes he his mouth with back of hand. (What'll he do with 
a scalpel?) "Why would a goddess have underwear? You're stupid, Coffee, 
you miss too many points. " 

A point. "Doc ole Baby, the world has a way of kicking the shit out 
of snotty logic. Give me the wine. " 

"Where are we?" 

"New Haven. Ever see so many ghinnies? " 

"Is your revolution racist?" 

"Be they as black as niggers they will be washed as white as snow. " 

"Isn't that lambs?" | 


"Fuck you and that and everything. Give me the wine," 


er i aes oe SPSS es oem 
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“uere! Keep your mouth full so you don't ‘talk. Wis words 
are. crisp but seem to laze in the mellow tanut. =f drink then 


jam the Brrr oe the Sop ing Wels At sixty I Cina]: 
K ~) ~ = x 


n 
look at Doc,,soft a as 


eis Sige rite ts, See a "Doct: Had to 
stncé L liked him. i 
wake him up "Yes Doc your,mind's -acquiring a snotty sophmore 
ee T ! | 
logic. The System amgesaneyetene draining the romance from your 


soul." / ? 
e ae OF 
"Just thet acca 2} 


"Ah the committee, slorious working Symbol of Capitalism. 

"We've been defining our aims for six meetings now."( Yawn ¢) 

"That's about right. Everybody likes to talk abat different 
things. It's a legitimate first Stage. Next come personality, 
who to flatter, who to ignore, who to hurt. It'll take about 
five or ety Bure meetings to get you to the real nitty-gritty: 
Motive, what is everybody really saying or whose brother-in-law 
owns which property where you can bhite that nigger clinic you 
Sap-ass medical schluvs want built." 

"How many meetings for that last Stage?! 

"To infinity or sellout." ; 

"I'll do anything now." Low profile ’ 

"They count on that. They wait. They're good at waiting." 

"Cof, you're not always stupid.! 

"The wheels move exceedinzly slow man, especially with: all 
the fat cats leaning against them. Got to be revolution, must 
be revolution." 

"How about reform?" 


"You're kidding. YouGot to blast them out of there man! 


They've got their ake. and their rights! Too late now to 
Sort it all out, takes too long. When you shoot them they 
sort of lose their power. POWER TO THE PEOPLi!" 

Doc crunches down further in his seat, "You're a dreamer, 
what a dreamer! In the world of men, the real world, things 
get hammered out-- deals and compromises, Everybody doesn't 
get his own way.!! 


"Some have bigger hanmers, : " Diese] Wa llaps L 

He ~aemmim=f throws out a floppy arm to ‘dismiss me, 

"So glorious world and glorious revolution, etc. etc. etc, 
and we're G0ing on this trip to get layed. " 
"Doc how could you? ‘The purpose of our mutual Pilgrimage 

S to purge the sins and euilt from our bodies and souls. 
Applying Coffee's’ theory of personal and world redemption, you 
fight fire with fire, virus with virus, love with love, sin with 
Sin, tit’ with tat, this with that, guilt with guilt, and 
further, further applying this most momentous theory of the 
moment in this most applicable case, namely the one that now 
confronts us on this most immemorial, beautiful and beautifully 
forgettable day in this halfassed year of our fuckin Lord..." 

"Ahhhhhhh!""" Eyes jJammmed against me and the light, 

Doc shouts, hands over his ears. 

"Too many words, huh? Doc you disappoint me. Used to 
listen for the tinktling of my every syllable and now you're 
nearly as contemptuous of myself as I am." I love my laugh, 
lousy wine and cutting bile, 


"Lately you're fucked up even worse," 


"No shades of sray for me, never, not like you. Yau're 


all shades of Uray ,baby. 


Ten minutes Of silence but no prayers. Wine sloshes. 
It's nearly dark when we reach the southbound highway. 
"Anyway Doc, in line with my new tha the immediate need 
is for self abuse, degradation, disgust, drurkeness, drugs 
if you have them, a personal Self-hate to scorch: away your 
past life. Make yourself Socialist Man for the Socialist 
Revolution!" 
"Uh huh." 
"This past wek I've been thinking, reading, trying to 
purify myself to go on to Berkley." around 
"That's funny. I thought you were fucking Maperrinsfires- 
—smm sO lwy Ss.” 
"Ah Doc," pretend to penaee immediately, "Doc, romance, 
that tremulous thrust of that sexed-up air again. Did you 
feel it, do you feel it now? ‘Though the language is purple and 
the material is blue, the thought As golden." )1 gravel, deeply 
resonant to his scowling shrugs "They won't dare hang me on that 
fuckin cross tomorrow, Sunday and most of the stores areclosed. ” 
"Drone on Macduff," 
"Where'd you learn that?" 
"Oh I'm a college student. Leave the fuckin world alone 
for a while, huh Cof, i'm trying to deep." 
"Ah yes Comrade a good omen, for pleasure uncomplicated 
by problems + : ea mies = 
<diem Doc snores and I get the Speedometer to 70 to fly at the black. 
The Old car stands it well until a head gasket blows a 
few hours later somewhere past the Morgantown Exit on the 
—Funtt pee? 


Pennsylvania I awake my goring, snorting, unttering blob 


. 


of a medical friend and we push her down an embankment and 


? 


into a Clump of Screeching, Slapping bushes, ‘Well "I say. 
"So this is Berkley ,'' Says doc cee, the wine and §0 to sleep, 

And in the warm morning we're walking a macadam road. 
Ice=-blue Sign blares white letters: THE Lorn IS WATCHING YOU, 

"Don't doubt that," I tell a Sullen, screw-faced Doc. 

"Hope he getsa voyeuristic kick." Doc Stumbles, never Could lift 

his feet well, JESUS Is YOUR FRIEND. "Yeah we played pool 
Schweitzer 

together, Christ, Moses, Eisenhower, Al Seeitoae and me." 

"Can't you ever Stop,Cof? Ever? Your voice is making me sick?" 

"My charisma." Real he. and their father, bearded 
like Time's aU err inre-rottea real post card-- they are 
laughing at me, at us. Going to click along to Church in 
their buggy. Beautiful-- they're free people, making up a tiny 
vacuum in the American Greed=Sleasy Dream. We walk, dry and 
hungry, past PUT YOUR FAITH IN JESUS. 

To gray, disheveled, shuffling Doc [ Say, "The emotional 
basis of Christianity is sex. ‘Let me hide thyself in thee! 
etc," 

"Again?" 

"I can give you historical verification. Saint Teresa 
dreamt she was having intercourse with Christ." JI Sing or crack 
through a peiBeiry mouth-- 

Jesus screwed me as I slept, 
Dropping from the cross he hung on. 

"You told me all that before. I was shocked then, I'm 
bored now. There's one thing your revolution really has: 
repetition." 


The tar glimmers and dances under the bonded gravel, 


We're Sweating and Squinting. "Well well well," half-laughs 


Ole Doc in all his oquinch ing meme, "the search for 


truth ends in Pennyslvania Dutch country," Did 4. 
ae Tee. Should feel at ‘home, the men look like rabbis, ee 
tort me/8BGE. & rabbi maliciously sucking his malicious De 
at BSS Anerican Anglo-Saxon lite? But{nere we are fanynay | 
o1ithe threshhold of the Bible Belt, middle-America ,hard-snot 
heart of the cancerous nation. Buy your scorecards here! 
- Can't tell the righteous from the Selfrighteous without..." 
Cars fling by and take my words and we move onto the grassy 
shoulder; quilted, rolling fields Stretch far away to handfuls 
of cows and miniature white barns. "Any thing, anything to 
assuage thirst, Anything any thing anything. We just have to 
purchase a better grade of wine, buck-fifty a #allon just won't 
buy quality, domestic or French. Ah was ever man so sorely 
tried? Thirst thirst thirst and it's Sunday in Pennsylvania! 
Think of beer slus shins slopping foaming like the Slob commercials 
on TV. All God's heavy viewers like beer," ARE YOU READY TO DIE? 
Uh uh baby, then and now, but I'm willing to live. 

"I'll settle for a glass of juice," 

Next Sign reads NEESUS 1, HIGHEST PROP CHURCHES IN Pa, 
"That's a sign, Doc." 

"IT thought it was a..,'"! 

"No, no cheap cracks, Highest proportion of churches 
equals highest proportion of sin-<- using a variation of €cffee's 
famed hypocrisy theory. " 

"Another theory?" rubbing his grainy pawnbroker's chin, 

"The basic one, one for everything and everythine for one. 
That's the way thinking is thought." 

"No shit? Whew! f£'ve got a wicked headache and my mouth 


is so dry. Don't know how you can talk," 


"Can always talk, that's my tragic flaw," 
"One," : 
"We'll find a place for a drink. I'11 bet my shirt," 
eee of a Jew-fastidious nose, such expression 
frozen asplentts, "IT wouldn't take it," 
Now walking past the checkered Ralston feed store-- 
special on that cardboard-dry dog food dekém never seen a dog 
would eat; thence towards and into the BRITE LITE_LUNCH, They 
should have added AND GIFTE SHOPPE in that quaint little 
hysterectomy of the language Americans Perform, cause hundreds 
of kitch Pennsylvania Dutch hex signs and made~in-Japan-or- 
Hong Kong little china boys and gg populated the counter, 
Pick . one up, little biona Abit Ne, suspenders and a fire 
engine red mouth painted on his upper cheekbone. Was never 
much for art so I put it down next to BREAK IT YOU BOUGHT IT 
SIGN, itself next to NEESUS, A GOOD PLACE TO LIVE WORK WORSHIP, 
For the silent majority-- they need @@m Signs. (Great people 
though-- ve you the sleeves out of their vests.) 
Ham, eggs, and the garish orange juice being sluggishly 
parted by a gummy agitator ina plastic fountain of sorts. 
Coffee too, blend of battery acid and shoe polish. All tastes 
like punchouts from IBM cards and I powder pepper into everything. 
We beg the thickest Dutchman in Pennsylvania for large glasses 
of water... they come piss-warm of course. "My kingdom for a 
beer," and I try a feeling-out ploy, asking the counterman if 
he knows my aunt, Mrs Schlepping--he don't know mbody by that 
name in Neesus though there's some in Paradise. I'm happy for them. 
W-grinning Toxjco-archetype comes in for "some of that-there 


pdson coffee;" Cliff is written Cross his heart, 


"Cliff, thanks for the Opera and where can you get a drink?" 

Yeah, so walking a momant after towards "Joe's, other end 
of town, past the ten churches and their muffled, reedy organs, 
from the damp-—brownstone Episocopal-= neat grounds and graves, 
to two Bible churdes with boles hung with splotchy dayglo posters 

AND SING ie 
advertising EVANGELICAL PREAGING/IN THE BIG TENT and featuring 
a chubby preacher in a string tie holding up an a la Jesus finger. 
A trio of guitar plasere below him smile like ccdavan. 

"That's funny, they usually hold off Jesus-extortion until 
the crops come in," Single khaki gaspump is padlocked in front 
of Joe's and we go to the kitchen door, yell Cliff sent us, 
go in between hand-slicer and oven and into the bar. Interesting 
fungus on hand-slicer, "Yuk," comments. Doc. 

"All drinks dollar," this from a dried out man in ancient 
Gray coat sweater. I guess he's Rufus T. Penny, Prop., since 
more signs repose here, all thusly signed, NO CREDIT; 

POVERTY? TRY WORKING. ‘the signs mingle with bottles, razor 
blades, canned food, dusty boxes of candy. We start with 
two beers each, Rufus stirring down into the rusty chest to 
bring them up dripping. 

"I could lick the water from the outside," Doc fants while 


» 
I pay. "Where'd you get all the money". 


"Since Ho is no then I don't know." He doean't listen to 
ee answer=-— sometimes aisekenns oe conventions; answers bores, 
Revolution'11 people pre alert, H 4 die 2 es Che D Tepees 
~ ye Bhe rod Bie iP de BEN oa sing Tick Bek pane | 
reads TRUE DETECTIVE and Neesus ticks away outside. Switch to 
bourbon after a stretching while, same color as the interior 
of Joe's, 


Finwally appear two parched parishioners in picture hais 


One very thin and one quite fat, (Don't mind the language, 
3 sto. 
this is =Semee 5 Children's bb dine / They. come in in a rushed 


flush with a tenkle and jangle, take off their Sweet picture 
hats order double scotches, 

Rufus Slewastuatie oftusive. "How're things down there?" 

"Oheese you know," 

"Mmmm," 

"Doo ,* I begin Slowly, reverentially, "this is truly a 
miracle of flesh in a kingdom of shit, You see those young 
ladies?" 

"Thanks but no thanks," 

"Barkeep calls them Bertha and Leonore but I have more 
profound names for them," 

"Climb back into your tree Cof," 

"Don'tru 

"Whaaa?" 

"Look, look at them... just now. Ignore them," 

"Most ass Suredly," 

"I have their real names. The dark... thin... obviously 
treacherous one, Slinking, Sneering panther, is... Circe, for 
she turns men into swine," 

| "I don't know how far She'd have to go with you," 

"Put aside your Jew=vicious wit, save it for the Arabs in 
your concentration camps," 

"How'd anybody grow up so nice?" 

Bi: ak be Rd ink ef? oh wid = en Be to . OU eo rly Score 
"And! tae fhe fat red sparkler vyld eexeh oO knowledge o 
my thology necessary. She has hair like a day dawning over a 


Gray dump and a body meant for Spawning. ‘This is part of the 


Carse, Doc, three ray Credits in archetypal women," 


"Too raw for me, Ugh!" These men of taste can never 
enjoy themselves, schools make dogmatic fairies out of them, 

"Also my prematurely gray, prematurely old, establisment 
escapee, you'll notice they exude the same fragrance which 
struck through to our very hearts when we left school. This 
indeed is a most profound turn of events, Doc, my friend," 

Doc narrows his nose, his eyes look boiled. "I smell 
something like talcum a Nae rubber," 

"You're hopeless, /Mever enter anyone's pants if you 

endorse 

don't have-meze romance. Now we will look at them," 

"heydre ugly. No qualification." Circe and Barrelasse 
put more force behind their giggles for they know we're watching, 

Thin one drinks in a measured way now, the other talks in 
jiggling animation, shaking the bacelets on her Indian-red, 
puffy arm. "Observe closely Doc. The thin One, Circe... 
flat chest... thin lips... pointed chin and nose... those 
yellow, canine teeth, muh! Her heart beats Steadily, steadily, 
coldly, coldly. Can you hear the icy coursing of her freezing 
frozen blood? She's a cannibal Doc, bleed you to death like 
@ parson etherized upon a trollop... a biter... a Clawer. You'll 
never lose the print of her teeth in your neck," 

"I'll never go near her, I can guaranttee you that." Circe 
sees to nod a razory smile at us, Barrelasse guffaws. Rufus 
“Hew checks brassiere ads in COSMOPOLITAN, 

"Mechanically vicious, biting tearing, bleeding, ripping 
sex!" 

"You're horny, ,sick and ‘horny. Ought to see a doctor, 
no shit," 


"Now take Barrelasse for contrast, she stands for the 


fertility and fullness, health in a rammy world, jolliness, 
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fun and games aspect of ass, Playing around. Making the rounds 
around her various rounds, Double muh! She's an glad Saw=-toothed 
fertility goddess. - Doc, friend and brother thouwth Jew, shets 
all things to all men but Circe's only one. Circe belongs to you, 
You can't live further without experiencing her, ! 

Doc slams his drink down, "I a you, you're not kidding, 
you should be but you're cere: I'm going. back to school, I was 
going to anyway. I'm not going to Screw my life away with you 
and these old bags," 

"You cannot renounce Circe. She'll make you a believer, 
Cannot escape Circe, She'll pursue you across the fallen pants 
of time. Cannot refuse Circe-- she's a landmark in the geography 
of lust," 

"Bullshit horseshit shit Shit shit!" Doc's carried away in 
a most disgusting way. SO0YnNe 

"Give in Doc. When you're married to,Sandy and living 
in that pinkcandy cottage down Lollipop Lane you'll yearn for 
a woman Jike Circe through infinities Of wet dreams. If you 
don't break your ass for sae? 2 and greed and: dull your mind 
altogether, it'll drive you up die see 

Panic slides into Doc's voice. "They're Classically ugly, 
unbelievably so." Now both smile over at us in their ways. 

"Beauty as the poet SayS is only scab deep. Besides my 
practiced eye recognizes a can't-miss fuck-fete, Why Circe 
has already reamed her animal eyes into your mockie, ultra- 
Civilized soul," 


"Cut it out, come off it. You make me throw up. Usually. 


Moreso now," 


"Just look at them Doc!" Barrelass 


SPS Re ae ee ae eee Wh pa oe 


and jiggles and jingles and Shakes jelly-shakes, Circe donates 
a series of bitter assents, "They're beautiful beautiful 
beautiful! Primitive, unspoiled, Gaugan would lap their 
cunts and Paint them, Yet Art has never touched their lives, 
Think of it! They have lived without knowing all the wonderful 
things we have learned at Pangloss U, Unspoiled though not 
untried, Besides, you cannot have a revolution without the 
workers-- we must get to know the workers, We'll fuck them 
hard and deep and get to appreciate their inner lives," 

"Jesus!" 

"Time to make our move Doc," 

"Yeah, see you later," 

"Time to find love in Neesus rhymes with Jesus Pennsylvania." 

"Uh huh, it's been nice listening to your asinine and 
incediary ideas and thanks for that revolution we had-- they 
haven't stopped laughing yet," 

"Won't let you cop out Doc. Got to do your duty by these 
girls, got to do the right thing now, you'll savor then later 
on-/ySur Establishment-Jew life," 

"I pass." Never saw him so assured, so confident, 
Anybody that sure is easy meat. Curious phrase, 

"You take Circe and I'll. find my life in Barrelass, 

"Come on let's get out of here." Old born-weary Doc 
Scrapes his chair and shows he's a little drunk. 

"These are the yearning Western codesses I promised!" 
Turns his back ani starts walking away. "Doc! Must face the 

task with courage and resolve. This nation wasn't built by 


be 


men who Were afraid to take on a couple of locals. [ upend 
my glass to let the cube slide down my throat. It's bigger 


then I think and I contemplate dvinw amone the filth «a 


I5 


and NO CREDIT signs. My choking brings Doc back. 

"Dost thou call me villain?" I roar, freezing Rufus and his 
greasy rag, the girls in the middle of a mutual appraisal of 
a freehand boss. I lurch over to them and Doc tries to catch. 

my arm, 

Circe shifts menacingly and Barrelass. smiles. "My friend 
and I," I begin, "have been embroiled in an argument philosophical. 
Forgive us for tre interruption of vour chaste meditations," 

"That's OK we're sure," hisses Circe through her yellow 
teeth. 

wht was nice meeting you!" Doc's broken smile, my elbow 
in his hand, 

"Innkeeper, give these fair damsels a libation courtesy of 
Percy Byron," 

"Fair maids, that's good!" roars Barrelasse. "3it down, 
sonny, before you fall down."" Circe concurs by sneering 
thinly, ingeniously clamped to the edge of her chair, 

Rufus brings the drinks and tells me: to keep it down. 

I ponder this, pretty good advice for all occasions.. The 

girls look uneasy so I assure them. "We don't mean to be smart 
or anything. No kidding you really are attractive, I mean in 

a special, mature way." I wince in Circe's Slicing eye. 

"I mean s6whem faces show that you've lived a little, understand 
life a hell of a lot more than these young dumb things. Kees 
See the face of Miss America? ‘he stupid innocence? I don't 
mean to imply that youbes done everything," 

Barrelass is sure one lusty laugher. "Yeah yeah we're 
beautiful, jst beautiful. | What a character! What crap! 


What a ton of malarky!" Circe affirms with a yellow Shark-smile. 


lo 


"Really, ladies, you have me and my friend wrong." 

"Him maybe," snaps out Circe. ne collega boys or something?" 

"Shhhh, supposed to look like SS. on a little government job." 

Circe's attempt at humor makes her seem even more Sinister. 
"Counterspy? Like on the TV?" 

*Oh yau're winners all right. I can see that." 1 peer directly 
at Barrelass agter she vents her jolly sarcasm. "Tell me, what 
brings you to this dreary town? Surely you are stopping over while 
your Rolls is being repaired," 

"Yeah," chisels out Circe: "that's some laugh. We®re here 
for a few snorts sos we can face our positions at the hosiery mill & 
tomorrow." 

"Do you like sox a lot?" 

"Women's hose we make, sonny." Thus butts in fertle Barrelass, 
looking eat so quizzical as Circe. 

"No fooling though, you college boy? Aren't you old?" Circe 


tries to bring Doc into the conversation. 


a) 
"Yeah no fooling though 5" -) PC, UV hb, * ee A> cr 
"It talks, isn't it sweet? . - |. The maternal slithers 


through .Circe's fangs. 

"What college?" From Barrelass. 

"Yale," I blow on my fingers. 

"Oh, rich boy?" inquires sweet Circe. 

"No, not really. My father is C. Westerly West the New York 
Banker." 

"Yeah," Barrelass spits, "and the farmer took another load away.” . 
"What about Graybeard here?" 

"Oh he's going to be a great doctor-- you can say you knew him when." , 


"The money they charge is outrageous," notes Circe. 


, 


"She's throwing it up to me... actually th-row..." 

"What would your m-other say?" : 

"T don't know the polite expression," Doc giggles, all pink 
and gray. : 

"Must be one, enough polite people do it." 

"Tf we have to belit op you'll understand." 
re < e we don't hang together we'll hang separately." 
“Let's go men," sneers Circe as Barrelasse empties all our 

glasses and Doc trips over his. feet in %his lust-thrust. 

A cabin in the woods is alluded to as I bargain with eRufus 
T, Penny, Prop. for a fifth of Sailor's Choice. "What do you 
get for Sailor's Choice and who in town makes it?" 

"Ten." : 

"Bight?" 

Ce "Sold. Have fun." A laconic, Christian moment. 

So we pile into Barrelass's 1951 Buick, she slides the wheel 
through her bellies, my redhead, and we roar off into the frosty 
night. “Ah what a night," intone I, "the piercing stars and lovely 
air in Neesus rhymes with Jesus Pennsylvania." 

"Save your strength, sonny," bellows Barrcelass. 

After ten minutes of hairy driving during which Circe and 
Doc attempt to make up for what life has done to them-= and in 
the same way-- we're at the dark cabin. 

Inside, I light the small oil lamp to see two beds with 
army blankets, ‘Te medium is the message. 5it on one bed and 
pass the bottle back and forth, Doc and Circe continually yawning 
to tell us they wanted to get with it. We finish the bottle 


~ 


and I blow, "Night nisht"™ the lamp out. 


i 
Barrelass and I make it like instanl coffee then pinch and 

punch and say jackess foolish things. Finally we listen-- to 

the grim explosions from the other sideof the cabin. It's gets 

us pretty giggly until finally "What the hell you think I am, 

Superman?" convulses us altogether, It's not consistent with 

Doc's character-- they taught me how to write SAP EY tn 

university and I'm doing it all wrong. 

Rain whams the tin roof an hour or so afterward and I have 
to realy roar to be heard. "Been getting waves, vibrations from 
Circe." 

‘ei Cock inguess 

"You ae LL. by» 1SoG6 

ro : 
Fe —S"1 thought... a little variety..." 

Barrelass ounches me. "I don't go for that shit." Doc 

is noncommital or perhaps asleep,but a real American'll screw 


J 
aaything thrown into his lap. 
ers : 
"OK with me BRIEFS Circe intoSSe thundering dark, 
"Uh Uh. I don't know what you think we are but..." 


"Aw come on, you'll have fun with old Doc and besides 


Read — Sen of lus i ee oe bid. even me et 
and Vv Ye den ?y Ge 
et ed ae, hey Deana wee rb ia ate PEE : 

Ha mmerinr, ‘ 
has gotten up. | hey s breathe A 3 n | 
Moments later Barrelass screams "Well what're you wa Bee : 


for big boy?" and Circe digs her teeth into se "1 she tlpoy / 


FRANK B. FORD oO) 
741 South Franklin Street g 
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Morning stands battleship gray in the dopr and the day drips 
heey omy) 


and I'm alone with a Cold in Bolivia ir My head explaes 
down into my stomach, leaving my mouh grhbage. Doc sobs on a rock 


mid toadstools of snow. Behind him a twisting avenue of ice- 


coated black trees, our knotted clothes festooning them. Make 


my sick way over to Doc, page 


"How am I going to face my 


Iwo down nudes 


“Wear your white coat," I shriek and he blubbers up to face . 
me. 1 go on into his livid, hideously angry face, always go on, 
but here the situation needed generalizing. "We have witnessed, 
fellow pilgrim, the death of poetry in Neesus rhymes with Jesus 
Pennsylvania." Muffled sounds come at me from everywere. 

"The destruction of romance... triumph of the American Way, 
mean, greedy, snotty... triumph of the mean-green-snot American 
Way. Fuck thy neighbor." I shout louder to drown out the 
racking sobs of Doc, the muffled sounds that come faster and 
faster. "This is experience! I promised you experiance. Now 
you must come with me to Berkley. On to Berkley! My Che! 

a You will be my Che!" He has been beating on me of course but 

I can't feel it. I want to but I cant, And I srab his hands 
and they har8. there as his eyes shoot everywhere. 


"Bum. You are finally a bum, that's it. That's all there 


‘al 
is to it. Oh my God help your servant. | Oh my God help your 
servant." He's upset. “—L [c+ hire Os 
"Fuck all that stuff. Come with me to Berkley. On to 
Berkley. It's where it's at Doc baby. I need you, Doc, baby." 
Can't get him to look at my eyes. 
"Berkley Berkley Berkley /~\ * 
Berkley, you bum, you fuckin bumi" ie‘. +h iM 1? pales. 
"T know the revolution ws a res _ ray’ Sa. Aa 
episode. I'm sorry. But I'm no bum Doc, I'm no bun, I'meee" 
The trees shower down ice and cover my words. 
"I got to go back. I can't cop out. I have to stop copping 
out, Cof. My life is shit. I've got to get hold, I"ve got to ; 
catch hold." H@ Cwpraces his blyes x S aK ting elt 
"You don't know how hard I work with myself Doc. I'm é 
trying to be good. You don't know how hard I try to be good." 
Now he looks at me “Fuck you!" ? 
"T rip myself up every day. I kill myself every day 4” I am 
godd, Doc, I am good! I take on my awful hangups every day and 
they rip me up but I go on. And now I'm going on to Berkley Doc!" 
"You're out of it Coffee. You've had it Coffee. I can't 
take anymore. I... really can't take anymore." ‘Single large 
tear hangs off his nose the slob. "Going, Cof. I'm ming Cof, 
I'm going back." And he turns and starts to get his onen 
from the trees. 


"Youll scribble blood into your pants for the rest of your 


life you Jew Cop-out fink prick cocksucker!" I ‘divine the secret from 
he unties from an icy tree, 
‘the shorts/: . "And don't forget to wring your hands, by all means 


don't forget to wring your hands, and have a dialog, and go through 
channels fat Jew Establishment pimp. Let's rol] our eyes, let's 


pull our pricks, let's write letters." He's a splotch of pink now, 


? | a 


receding down the avenue of black, ice-glazed trees towards some 
¢ kind of infinity of—eemic, “Oh and oh and oh don't forget 

petitions, lots and lots of petitones Yeah and put rings into 
your mouth, train it mealy." Don't know if he hears me, don't 
know if he hears me now, "They put it so far up your wie it's 
coming out of your mouth, It's Comén:; out of your mouth, It's 
coming out of your mouth." He's gone. 

He's gone. Doc's gone, 

A” whole lot of tears errupt out of me, all over my face, 

ae size of dimes and I put my head in my hands and breathe 
the dark in. I loved Doc. I guess I loved Doc as much as 
anybody. 2 

Wonk! Jesus sagt every ape Spee cracked in brilliant, 


Outrage a gan 
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c rrrunning sunlight. Ad : screamed in - 
its frightening loveliness, and screamed and screamed until everying 
got silent all at once. Got my clothes shook the lice out went on 


to Berkley. 


I drive a couple of hours, get to New Haven where my frumpy sleep- stinking 
medical Jew philosopher unpends our gallon: of Zinfandel and lets it gurgle down 
his throat. Jews do a lot passively, even drink. They've stop taking gas showers, 
though, in favor of ripping the shit out of Arabs. 

We're watching the world from space. 

"Doc! Baby! Fate will sown throw us through the underwear of some 
yearning Western Goddess in our pursuit of faith across the fallen pants of time. " 

"Bullshit:!" wipes he his mouth with back of hand. (What'll he do with 
a scalpel?) "Why would a goddess have underwear? You're stupid, Coffee, 
you miss too many points. "' 

A point. "Doc ole Baby, the world has a way of kicking the shit out 
of snotty logic. Give me the wine. " 

"Where are we?" 

"New Haven. Ever see so many ghinnies? " 

"Is your revolution racist?" 

"Be they as black as niggers they will be washed as white as snow. " 

"Isn't that lambs?" | 


"Fuck you and that and everything. Give me the wine." 


~ 


t 


Wiiere! Keep your mouth full so you don't talk." His words 


are. crisp but seem to laze in the mellow light. I drink , then 


jam the "Slee eT the, APD inh ant, At sixty I se ‘ 
look at eg" t an i 


oh, 7 "Doe!" Had t 
Ince < liked him « Pe oe 


wake him up acre Doc your,mind's acquiring a snotty sophmore 
logic. The system draining the romance from your 
soul." sl on ? : 


"Just eas Jee 4 
"Ah the committee, glorious working symbol of Capitalism. 
"We've been defining our aims for six meetings now." (Yawn é:) 
“That's about right. Everybody likes to talk abat different 
things. It's a legitimate first stage. Next come personality, 
who to flatter, who to ignore, who to hurt. It'll take about * 
five or six more meetings to get you to the real nitty-gritty: 
Motive, what is everybody really saying or whose brother-in-law 
owns which property where you can he that nigger clinic you 
sSap-ass medical schluvs want built." 
"How many meetings for that last stage?" 
"To infinity or sellout." | 
"T']1 do anything now." Low propite ' 
"They count on that. They wait. a re good at waiting." 
“Cof, you're not always stupid.' 
"The wheels move exceedingly slow man, especially with: all 
the fat cats leaning against them. Got to be revolution, must 
be revolution." -~ 
"How about reform?" 


"You're kidding. -ou@got to blast them out of there man! 


They've got their lawyers and their rights! Too late now to 
Sort it all out, takes too long. When you shoot them they 
Sort of lose their power. POWER TO THE PROPER 

Doc crunches down further in his seat. "You're a dreamer, 
what a dreamer! In the world of men, the real world, things 


get hammered out-- deals and compromises. Everybody doesn't 
wallags | 0 


so glorious world and glorious revolution, etc. etc. etc, 


_ get his own way." 


"Some have bigger hammers, or 


He ~semm=ef throws out a floppy arm to ‘dismiss me. 


ta 


and we're going on this trip to get layed. " 
"Doc how could you? The Purpose of our mutual Pilgrimage 

S to purge the sins and guilt from our bodies and souls. 
Applying Coffee's theory ‘of personal and world redemption, you 
fight fire with fire, virus with virus, love with love, sin with 
Sin, tit with tat, this with that, guilt with guilt, and 
further, further applying this most momentous theory of the 
moment in this most applicable case, namely the one that now 
confronts us on this most immemorial, beautiful and beautifully 
forgettable day in this halfassed year of our fuckin Lord..." 

"Ahhhhhhh!" Eyes jammmed against me and the light, 

Doc shouts, hands over his ears. 

"E90 many words, huh? Doc you disappoint me. Used to 
listen for the tinkiling of my every syllable and now you're 
nearly as ponteastion= of myself as I am." I love my laugh, 
lousy wine and cutting bile, 


"Lately you're fucked up even worse," 


"No shades of Sray for me, never, not like you. Yau're 


all shades of Uray ,daby. 


fen minutes of silence but no prayers. Wine sloshes. 
It's nearly dark when we reach the southbound highway. 
"Anyway Doc, in line with my new incors the immediate need 
is for self abuse, degradation, disgust, drurkeness, drugs 
if you have them, a personal self-hate to scorch: away your 
past life. Make yourself Socialist Man for the Socialist 
Revoution!" 

"Uh huh." 

"This past wek I've been thinking, reading, trying to 
purify myself to go on to Berkley." 


around 


"That's funny. I thought you were fucking Megerriine?tiees- 
ul 
as dlways. 


"Ah Doc," pretend to recover immediately, "Doc, romance, 


File loclnare opal 


that tremulous thrust of that sexed-up air again. Did you 
feel it, do you feel it now? ‘Though the language is purple and 
the material is blue, the thought is golden." iH gbavel, deeply 
resonant to his scowling shrugj "They won't dare hang me on that 
fuckin cross tomorrow, Sunday and most of the stores areclosed. : 
"Drone on Macduff." 
"Where'd you learn that?" 
"Oh I'm a college student. Leave the fuckin world alone 
for a while, huh Cof, I'm trying to deep." 
"Ah yes Comrade a good omen, for pleasure uncomplicated 
by problems -+ : ~ ste = 
<diem Doc snores and I get the speedometer to 70 to fly at the black. 
The old car stands it well until a head gasket blows a 
few hours later somewhere past the Morgantown Exit on the 
Ty mit pike? 


Pennsylvania I awake my gorins, snorting, muttering blob 
f 4 


. 


of a medical friend and we push her down an embankment and 
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into a clump of Screeching, Slapping bushes, "Well," I say. 
"So this is Berkley," says Doe {OSes nt cn the wine and go to Sleep. 4 

And in the warm morning we're walking a macadam road. 

Ice-blue sign blares white letter: - THE LoRD IS WATCHING you, 

"Don't doubt that," I tell a Sullen, screw-faced Doc. 

"Hope he getsa voyeuristic kick." Doc Stumbles, never could ble B a 3 

his feet well. JESUS Is YOUR FRIEND. "Yeah we played pool 
Schweitzer 

together, Christ, Moses, Eisenhower, Al Swettsee and me," 

"Can't you ever Stop,Cof? Ever? Yourvoice is making me sick?" 

"My charisma." Real eS ae and their father, bearded 
like Time's oo a etio real post card-— they are 
laughing at me, at us. Going to click along to Church in 
their buggy. Beautiful-- they're free people, making up a tiny 
vacuum in the American Greed=Sleasy Dream. We walk, dry and ~ 
hungry , past PUT YOUR FAITH IN Jesus. 

To gray, disheveled, shuffling Doc I say, "The emotional 
basis of Christianity is sex. ‘Let me hide thyself in thee! 
etc." 

"Again?" 

"I can give you historical verification. Saint Teresa 
dreamt she was having intercourse with Christ." I sing or crack 
through a peeiry mouth-- 

Jesus screwed me as I slept, 
Dropping from the cross he hung on. 

"You told me all that before. I was shocked then, L'm 
bored now. ‘There's one thing your revolution really has: 
repetition." 


The tar glimmers and dances under the bonded vravel. 


We're sweating and squinting. "iell well well," half-laughs 


ole Doc in all his Squinching —tmekssaepermarcertys, "the search for 
truth ends in Pennyslvania Dutch country." | didnt 
Seip should feel at Hones the men look like Bonccovar eae 
cost me/8BGE a rabbi maliciously sucking his malicious ulcer 
at WBF Anerican AigeincGacce iret But{here we are fanyway | 
or.i.the threshhold of the Bible Belt, middle-America,hard-snot 
heart of the cancerous nation. Buy your scorecards here! 
- Can't tell the ri hteous from the selfrighteous without..." 

Cars fling by, ue. my words and we move onto the grassy 
Shoulder; quilted, rolling fields stretch far away to handfuls 
of cows and miniature white barns. "Ansthing, anything to 
assuage thirst. Anything anything anything. We just have to 
purchase a better grade of wine, buck-fifty a gallon just wont 
buy quality, domestic or French. Ah was ever man so sorely 
tried? Thirst thirst thirst and it's Sunday in Pennsylvania! 
Think of beer slushing slopping foaming like the slob commercials 
on TV. All God's heavy viewers like beer." ARE YOU READY TO DIE? 
Uh uh baby, then and now, but I'm willing to live. 

"I'll settle for a glass of juice." 

Next Sign reads WHESUS 1, HIGHEST PROP CHURCHES IN PA, 
"That's a sign, Doc." | 

"T thought it was a..." 

"No, no cheap cracks. Highest proportion of churches 
equals highest proportion of sin-- using a variation of Ccffee's 
famed hypocrisy theory. " 

"Another theory?" rubbing his grainy vawnbroker's chin. 

"The basic one, one fOr everythigg and everythings for one. 
That's the way thinking is thought." 

"No shit? Whew! i've got a wicked headache and my mouth 


is so dry. Don't know how you can talk." 


"Can always talk, that's my tragic flaw." 
"One." 3 : 4s 
"We'll find a place for a drink, I'11 bet my shirt." 
Wrinkling of a Jew-fastidious nose, such expression 


frozen atjlenth. "T wouldn't take it." 

3 Now walling past the checkered Ralston feed store-- 
special on that cardboard-dry dog food defi never seen a dog 
would eat; thence towards and into the BRITE LITE_LUNCH. They 
should have added AND GIFTE SHOPPE in that quaint little 
hysterectomy of the language Americans perform, cause hundreds 
of kitch Pennsylvania Dutch lex signs and made-in-Japan-or- 
Hong Kong little china boys and aig populated the counter. 
Pick . one up, little sronaf Ne. suspenders and a fire 
engine red mouth painted on his upper cheekbone. Was never ~ 
much for art.so I put it down next to BREAK IT YOU BOUGHT IT 
SIGN, itself next to NEESUS, A GOOD .PLACE TO LIVE WORK WORSHIP, 

For the silent majority-- they need 4a Signs. (Great people 
though-- seve you the sleeves out of their vests.) 

Ham, eggs, and the garish orange juice being sluggishly 
parted by a gummy agitator ina plastic fountain of sorts. 
Coffee too, blend of battery acid and shoe polish. All tastes 
like punchouts from IBM cards and I powder pepper into everything. 
We beg the thickest Dutchman in Pennsylvania for large glasses 

of water... they come piss-warm of course. "My kingdom for a 
beer," and I try a feeling-out ploy, asking the counterman if 
he knows my aunt, Mrs Schlepping--he don't know mbody by that 
name in Neesus though there's some in Paradise. I'm happy for them. 

TVegrinning ‘exico-archetype comes in for "some of that-there 


pdson coffee;" Cliff is written cross his heart, 


- — 


nclifE, thanks for the opera and where can you get a drink?" 
Yeah, so walking a momant after towards "Joe's, other end | 
of town, past the ten churches and their muffled, reedy organs, 
from the damp-brownstone Episocopal-- neat grounds and graves, 
to two Bible churdes with boles hung with splotchy dayglo posters 
AND SINGING 
advertising EVANGELICAL PREAGING/IN THE BIG TENT and featuring 
a chubby preacher in a string tie holding up an a la Jesus finger. 
A trio of guitar players below him smile like cretins. 
"That's funny, they usually hold off Jesus-extortion until 
the crops come in." Single khaki gaspump is padlocked in front 
of Joe's and we go to the kitchen door, yell Cliff sent us, 
go in between hand-slicer and oven and into the bar. Interesting 
fungus on hand-slicer. "Yuk," comments Doc. 
"All drinks dollar," this from a dried out man in ancient 
gray coat sweater. I guess he's Rufus T. Penny, Prop., since % 
more Signs repose here, all thusly signed. NO CREDIT; 
POVERTY? TRY WORKING. ‘The signs mingle with bottles, razor 
blades, canned food, dusty boxes of candy. We start with 
two beers each, Rufus siiedae down into the rusty chest to 
bring them up dripping. 


"J could lick the water from the outside," Doc wnts while 
ms : . 


I pay. "Where'd you get all the moneys". 
"Since Ho is no then I don't know." 

my answer-— sometimes questions ses conventions; answers bores. 

Revolution'1] make people more alert. H O. d 124 : Che Died 

- Oe Be Aol BAF kt ore eet est Wate guts’ : 

reads TRUE DETECTLV2 and Neesus ticks: away outside. Switch to “ 

bourbon after a stretching while, same color as the interior 

of Joe's, 


Finwally appear two parched parishioners in picture hats 


one very thin and one quite pon (Don't mind the ENEUAES 

this is <smemera children's mieyy They come in in a rushed ~ 
flush with a tenkle and jangle, take off their sweet picture 

hats order double Scotches. 


effusive. "How're things down there?" 


"Oh.ee.e you Know," 


"Mmmm," 

"Doc ,* I begin slowly, reverentially, "this is truly a 
miracle of flesh in a kingdom of shit. You see those young 
ladies?" 

"Thanks but no thanks," 

“Barkeep calls them Bertha and Leonore but I have more 
profound names for them," 

"Climb back into your tree Cof." 

"Don't!" 

"Whaaa?" 

"Look, look at them... just now. Ignore them," 

"Most assuredly." 

"I have their real names, The dark... thin... obviously 
treacherous one, slinking, Sneering panther, is... Circe, for 
she turns men into swine," 

| "I don't know how far she'd have to go with you." 

"Put aside your Jew-vicious wit, save it for the Arabs in 
your concentration camps." 

"How'd anybody srow up so nice?" oN 

"Pay attention!" [iis exes aF stan ti so out of it. scout 3 
(iz can’t drink dnd Shovid shew @ Pov dle Fie 
“And! And! ‘The fat red sparkler te Ys tere o knowledge o 
mythology necessary. She has hair like a day dawning over a 


gray dump and a body meant for Spawning. ‘This is part of the 


carse, Doc, three raw credits in archetypal scnien." 


"Too raw for me. Ugh!" These men of taste can never 
enjoy themselves, schools make dogmatic fairies out of them. 

"Also my prematurely gray, prematurely old, establisment 
escapee, you'll notice they exude the same fragrance which 
struck through to our very hearts when we left school. This 
indeed is a most profound turn of events, Doc, my friend," 

Doc narrows his nose, his eyes look boiled. "I smell 
something like talcum | rubber," 

"You're, hoveless, lever enter anyone's pants if you 

E2Nndaorse 

don't have-tese romance. Now we will look at them." 

"They're ugly. No qualification." Circe and Barrelasse 
put more force behind their giggles for they know we're watching. 

Thin one drinks in a measured way now, the other talks in 
jiggling animation, shaking the bacelets on her Indian-red, 
puffy arm. "Observe closely Doc. The thin one, Circe... 
flat chest... thin lips... pointed chin and nose... those 
yellow, canine teeth, muh! Her heart beats steadily, steadily, 
coldly, coldly. Can you hear the icy coursing of her freezing 
frozen blood? She's a cannibal Doc, bleed you to death like 
a parson etherized upon a trollop... a biter... a clawer. Yau'll 
never lose the print of her teeth in your neck," 

"I'll never go near her, I can guaranttee you that." Circe 
sees to nod a razory smile at us, Barrelasse guffaws. Rufus 

| “Hig checks brassiere ads in COSMOPOLITAN. ) 

“Mechanically vicious, biting tearins, bleeding, ripping 
sex!" 

"You're horny, ,sick and ‘horny. Curent to see a doctor, 
no shit." 


"Now take Barrelasse for contrast, she stands for the 


fertilitu and fullness, health in a rammy world, jolliness, 
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fun and games aspect of ass. Playing around. Making the rounds 
around her various rounds. Double muh! She's an 61d saw-toothed ~ 
fertility goddess. Doc, friend and brother though Jew, she's 

all things to all men but Circe's only one. Circe belongs to you. 


You can't live further without experiencing her, ’ 


Doc slams his drink down, "I know you, you're not kidding, 
you should be but you're eat: I'm going. back to school, I was 
going to anyway. I'm not going to screw my life away with you 
and these old bags," 
"You cannot rencunee Circe. She'll make you a believer. 
Cannot escape Circe. She'll pursue you across the fallen pants 
of time. Cannot refuse Circe-- she's a landmark in the geography 
of lust." 
"Bullshit horseshit shit shit shit!" Doc's carried away in s 
a most disgusting way. SON 


"Give in Doc. When you're married to;Sandy and living 


A 
in that pinkcandy cottage down Lollipop Lane you'll yearn for 
a woman Jike Circe through infinities of wet dreams. If you 
don't break your ass for medicine 2 ae and dull your mind 
altogether, it'll drive you up,the wall." 

Panic slides into Doc's voice. "They're classically ugly, 
unbelievably so.'"' Now both smile over at us in their ways. 

"Beauty as the poet says is only scab deep. Besides my 
practiced eye recognizes a can't-miss fuck-fete. Why Circe 
has already reamed her animal eyes into your mockie, ultra- 
civilized soul." , s 

"Cut it out, come off it. You make me throw up. Usually. 


Moreso now," 


"Just look at them Doc!" Barrelas= 
- , PS ee ee ate 


and jiggles and jingles and shakes jelly-shakes, Circe donates 
a series of bitter assents. "They're beautiful beautiful | 
beautiful! Primitive, unspoiled, UGaugan would lap their 
cunts and paint them, Yet Art has never touched their lives. 
Think of it! They have lived without knowing all the wonderful 
things we have learned at Pangloss U. Unspoiled though not 
untried. Besides, you cannot have a revolution without the 
workers=~ we must get to know the workers. We'll fuck them 
hard and deep and get to appreciate their inner lives." 

"Jesus!" 

"Time to make our move Doc," 

"Yeah, see you later," 

"Time to find love in Neesus rhymes with Jesus Pennsylvania." 

"Uh huh, it's been nice listening to your asinine and : ~ 
incediary ideas and thanks for that revolution we had-- they 
haven't stopped laughing yet." 

"Won't let you cop out Doc. , Got to do your duty by these 
girls, got to do the right thing now, you'll savor them later 
on -/y8ur Establishment-Jew life." 

"IT pass."" Never saw him so assured, so confident. 
Anybody that sure is easy meat. Curious phrase. 

"You take Circe and I'll find my life in Barrelass. 

"Come on let's get out of here."' Old born-weary Doc 
scrapes his chair and shows he's a little drunk. 

"These are the yearning Western sodesses I promised!" 
Turns his back ani starts walking away. "Doc! Must face the 

task with courage and resolve. This nation wasn't built by 


men who were afraid to take on a couple of locals. [ upend 


my glass to let the cube slide down my throat. It's bigger 


pe ees CAMRAS SSe ae Rree cere OOP DET Cima SEY teh Emmet eam PS OF ee = 
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and NO CREDIT Signs. My choking brings Doc back, 
"Dost thou call me villain?" I roar, freezing Rufus and his 
greasy rag, the girls in the middle of a mutual appraisal of a 
a freehand boss. I.lurch Over to them and Doc tries to catch 
my arm, 

Circe shifts menacingly and Barrelass. smiles, "My friend 
and I," I begin, "have been embroiled in an argument philosophical, 
Forgive us for te interruption of your chaste meditations," 

"That's OK we're sure," hisses Circe through her yellow 
teeth. 

"Tt was nice meeting you!" Doc's broken smile, my elbow 
in his hand, 

"Innkeeper, give these fair damsels a libation courtesy of 
Percy Byron," 

"Fair maids, that's good!" roars Barrelasse, "3it down, ~ 
sonny, before you fall down." Circe concurs by sneering 
thinly, ingeniously clamped to the edze of her Chair, 

Rufus brings the drinks and tells me to keep it down, 
I ponder this, pretty good advice for all occasions.. The 
girls look uneasy so I assure them. "We don't mean to be smart 
or anything. No kidding you really are attractive, I mean in 
a Special, mature way." I wince in Virce's slicing eye. 

y ovr 

"IT mean 6% faces show that you've lived a little, understand 
life a hell of a lot more than these young dumb things. Fear 
See the face of Miss America? ‘the stupid innocence? I don't 
mean to imply that you've done everything," 

Barrelass is sure one lusty laugher. "Yeah yeah we're ~ 
beautiful, jot beautiful. What a character! What crap! 


What a ton of malarky!" Circe affirms with a yellow Shark-smile. 


Ke 


"Really, ladies, you have me and my friend wrong." 
"Him maybe," snaps out Circe. re collega boys or something?" a) 
"Shhhh, supposed to look like Ok on a little government job." 
Circe's attempt at humor makes her seem even more sinister. 
"Counterspy? Like on the TV?" 
“Oh you're winners all right. I can see that." I peer directly 
at Barrelass agter she vents her jolly sarcasm. "Tell me, what 


brings you to this dreary town? Surely you are stopping over while 


your Rolls is being repaired," 


"Yeah," chisels out Circe, "that's some laugh. We"re here ia 
fora few Snorts sos we can face our positions at the hosiery mill e 4 
tomorrow." 

"Do you like sox a lot?" 

"Women's hose we make, sonny." Thus butts in fertle Barrelass, ~ 


looking not so quizzical as Circe. 
"No fooling though, you college boy? Aren't you old?" Girce 


tries to bring Doc into the conversation. a, 


"Yeah no fooling though," D PC, Vv h , QOVi/PS ge 
"It talks, isn't it sweet? . <-> Bae taternal slithers 
through .Circe's fangs. 
“What college?" From Barrelass. 
"Yale," I blow on my fingers. 
"Oh, rich boy?" inquires sweet Circe. 
"No, not really. My father ie ee Westerly West the New York 
Banker," 
"Yeah," Barrelass spits, "and the farmer took another load away. . 
"What about Graybeard here?" 4 
"Oh he's going to be a great doctor-- you can say you knew him when." , 


"The money they charge is outrageous," notes Circe. 


[3 
"She's throwing it up to me... actually th-row..." 
"What would your m-other Say?" a: 
"I don't know the polite expression," Doc giggles, all pink 
and gray. 3 : 
"Must be one, enough polite people do it," 
"If we have to split. up you'll uidepekana 


eg 


ju "If we don't hang together we'll hang separately," 
G Hl apse "Let's go men," sneers Circe as Barrelasse empties all our 
Blasses and Doc trips over his. feet in Whis last-thruet 7 

A cabin in the woods is alluded to as I bargain with Rufus 
T. Penny, Prop. for a fifth of Sailor's Choice. "What do you 
get for Sailor's Choice and who in town makes it?" 

"Ten," , 

"Eight?" 

e "Sold. Have fun." A laconic, Christian moment, 

So we pile iste Barrelass's 1951 Buick, She slides the wheel 
through her bellies, my redhead, and we roar off into the frosty 
night. "Ah what a night," intone I, "the piercing stars and lovely 
air in Neesus rhymes with Jesus Pennsylvania." 

"Save your strength, sonny," bellows Barrclass, 

After ten minutes of hairy driving during which Circe and 
Doc attempt to make up for what life has done to them-- and in 
the same way-- we're at the dark cabin; 

Inside, I light the small oil lamp to see two beds with 
army blankets, ‘re medium is the message. Sit on one bed and 
pass the hottle back and forth, Doc and Circe continually yawning 

e to tell us they wanted to Set with it. We finish the bottle 


and I blow, "Night nisht" the lamp out. 


“~ 


Barrelass and I make it like instant coffee then pinch and 
a. punch and say jackass foolish things. Finally we listen-- to 
the grim explosions from the other sideof the cabin. It's gets 
us pretty giggly until finally "What the hell you think I an, 
Superman?" convulses us altogether, It's not consistent with 
Doc's character-- they taught me how to write . SAPYY tn 
university and I'm doing it all wrong. 
" Rain whams the tin roof an hour or so afterward and I have 
to realy roar to be heard. "Been getting waves, vibrations from 
Circe." 
“whom Circe i vires 2 
"You we. hi 1o?Ge 
ro : 
sree thought... a little variety..." 
Barrelass ounches me. "I don't go for that shit." Doc 
is noncommital or perhaps asleep but a real American'1l screw § 
anything thrown into his lap. 
"OK with me wR JSPEle intoSSee_thundering dark. 


"Uh Uh. I don't know what you think we are but..." 


"Aw come on, you'll have fun with old Doc and besides 
¢ wince One: 


pao seréetbhingysprings indic teh 
Laeweric 


has gotten up. i Then wi breast 42, 4 main 
aiting ; 


Moments later Barrelass screams "Well what're you w 


for big boy?" and Circe digs her teeth into me 74) ‘lig | 
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the door and the day drips 


Morning stands battleship gray in 
peri 


and I'm alone with a Cold in Bolivia ir «/ My head explatbs 
down into my stomach, leaving my mouh grbage. Doc sobs on a rock 
mid toadstools of snow. Behind him a twisting avenue of ice- 
coated black trees, our knotted clothes festooning them. Make 


my sick way over to Doc. "“Ohhhhhhhh..." 


"How am I going to face my 


"Wear your white coat," I shriek and he blubbers up to face . 
me. Igo on into his livid, hideously angry face, always go on, 
but hee the situation needed generalizing. "We have witnessed, 
fellow pilgrim, the death of poetry in Neesus rhymes with Jesus 
Pennsylvania."" Muffled sounds come at me from everywere. 

"The destruction of romance... triumph of the American Way, 
mean, greedy, snotty... triumph of the mean-green-snot American 
Way. Fuck thy neighbor." I shout louder to drown out the 
racking sobs of Doc, the muffled sounds that come faster and 
faster. "This is experience! I promised you experiance. Now 
you must come with me to Berkley. On to Berkley! My Che! 

e You will be my Che!" He has been beating on me of course but 

I can't feel it. I want to but l cantt. And I srab his hands 
and they haré there as his eyes shoot everywhere, 


"Bum. You are finally a bum, that's it. That's all there 


is to it. Oh my God help your servant. Oh my God help your 


a 6? 
servant." He's upset. ae ct hives fs 

"Fuck all that stuff. Come with me to Berkley. On to ; » 
Berkley. It's where it's at Doc baby. I need you, Doc, vaby." 

Can't get him to look at my cyes. 

"Berkley Berkley Berkley /\ ~ 
Berkley, you bum, you fuckin bum!" ie. a, ve: aac. 

"IT know the revolution ws a ana neat e ed ioaues 
episode. I'm sorry. But I'm no bum Doc, I'm no bun, I'm." 

The trees shower down ice and cover my words. 

"JT got to go back. I cantt cop out. I have to stop copping 
aut, Cof. My life is shit. I've got to get hold, I"ve got to 
catch hold." He Cybra Ces hig iye- 2 shakin sel 4 

"You don't know how hard I work with myself Doc. I'm : é 
trying to be good. You don't know how hard I try to be good." ~ 

Now he looks at me. "Fuck you!" : 

"I rip myself up every day. I kill myself every day/° I am 
goad, Doc, I am good! I take on my awful hangups every day and 
they rip me up but I go on. And now I'm going on to Berkley Doc!" 

"you're out of it Coffee. You've had it Coffee. I can't 
take anymore. I... really can't take anymore." Single large 
tear hangs off his nose the slob. "Going, Cof. I'm ming Cof. 

I'm going back." And he turns and starts to set his Nothes 
from the trees. 


"Youll scribble blood into your pants for the rest of your 


life you Jew Cop-out fink prick cocksucker!" I ‘divine the secret from 
he unties from an icy tree. 
‘the shorts/: . “And don't forget to wring your hands, by all means 


don't forget to wring your hands, and have a dialog, and go through 
channels fat Jew Wstablishment pimp. Letis rol? our eyes, let's 


pull our pricks, let's write letters." He's a splotch of pink now, 


3 re 


receding down the avenue of black, ice-sglazed trees towards some + 
C kind of infinity of-eemee, “Oh and oh and oh don't forget 
petitions, lots and lots of petitionsg Yeah and put rings into 
your mouth, train it mealy." Don't know if he hears me, don't 
know if he hears me now. "They put it so far up your ass it's 
coming out of your mouth. It's com@ns out of your mouth, It's 
coming out of your mouth." He's gone. 
He's gone. Doc's gone. 
am ery 
A whole lot of tears se out of me, all over my face, 


<aBe size of dimes ,and I put my head in my hands and breathe 


the dark in. I loved Doc. I guess I loved Doc as much as 


~ 


anybody. 
Wonk! Jesus Christ every fuckin tree cracked in brilliant, 
Ovurasitht outesinit —. 
Cc rrrunning sunlight. Pte AEKAL, Z nt id I screamed in - *% 


its frightening loveliness, and screamed and screamed until everying 
got silent all at once. Got my clothes shook the lice out went on 


to Berkley. 


Transactions 


RERKKKKKKKKKS/21/OG5HHRHKHHHKEX*X*PLEASE LOGON WITH YOUR CODE WORD 


HKHKKKKRKKKRKKKKKKKKKHHHKEHEK/ /CAGSAr 


GO AHEAD CAESAR 


//my goodness its ten years to the day you started putting up 
with me,,,,,,,,0r so my computer blinks 


WHAT IM HERE FOR SIR 

//well im all bolloxed up again 

ALL RIGHT IRA I DONT HAVE TO LOOK UP I REM THAT AS 

TEN THOUSAND GIVE OR TAKE FEW CENTS CHECKING AS OF YESTERDAY 
CONTAINED FOUR HUNDRED TEN 

//oh thats good 

REM OUR DISCUSIONS ABOUT OUTSTANDING CHECKS 


//oh yeah god i think there may be one or two 


SAVINGS ELEVEN HUNDRED ON THE BUTTON RT ON THE BUTTON 

UNUSUAL 

//youre not kidding,,,,well after all these years god youve been 
so helpful,,,,wish there was something I could do 

NOT AT ALL 

//are you there,,,,i mean right there in that building where 
bank is hope you can open window,,,,springs exploding all 
over 


SECOND FLOOR 


2il 


Transactions 


HHKKKKKKKKEKS/Z1/QSKKKKKKKKKKKXKXXPLEASE LOGON WITH YOUR CODE WORD 


HEKKKKKKRKKKKKKRKKRHKKKKKKEKE/ /CAGSAL 


GO AHEAD CAESAR 


//my goodness its ten years to the day you started putting up 
with m@,,,:,5;,;;0r so my computer blinks 


WHAT IM HERE FOR SIR 

//well im all bolloxed up again 

ALL RIGHT IRA I DONT HAVE TO LOOK UP I REM THAT AS 

TEN THOUSAND GIVE OR TAKE FEW CENTS CHECKING AS OF YESTERDAY 
CONTAINED FOUR HUNDRED TEN 

//oh thats good 

REM OUR DISCUSIONS ABOUT OUTSTANDING CHECKS 


//oh yeah god i think there may be one or two 


SAVINGS ELEVEN HUNDRED ON THE BUTTON RT ON THE BUTTON 

UNUSUAL 

//youre not kidding,,,,well after all these years god youve been 
so helpful,,,,wish there was something I could do 

NOT AT ALL 

//are you there,,,,i mean right there in that building where 
bank is hope you can open window,,,,springs exploding all 
over 


SECOND FLOOR 
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//i can almost hear your voice even though we just type i can 
hear your voice 


AND I YOURS I CAN ASSURE YOU CAESAR 
//and i can hear you laughing now 

I WOULDNT 

//no i dont mean sarcastic laughing 
WELL YOURE RIGHT 


//for once in the ten years well as I said if theres 
anything anything at all 


HHHKXKKXXHXKX*XTHIS PART OF TRANSMISSION ENDED;;;TYPE MORE! FOR 
ADDITIONAL, IMPORTANT INFORMATION XX XX 4H XH HK KKK KH KKH KKH KKH KEK 


//more 
RESPONSE INCOMPLETE RECHECK ADVICE MESSAGE,,,CAESAR 


//more! 


WHY DONT YOU JUST COME DOWN HERE AND SCREW MY SOCKS OFF 


// 
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Two Documents 


Well, Diary, these are the human problems. 

H. became very nervous about her daughter’s Holy Communion 
dress, it not being white enough, dressmaker passing off more of 
a kind of cream color, she felt, (Naughty dressmaker!) So she 
snapped at L. over a bit of bookkeeping, something L. had always 
done that way. L. cried, and then 1, Uncle Peacemaker, entered 
the woeful! scene. 

But now, my door open a few inches, I’m viewing them in the 
outer office, backlit and looking ethereal and altogether lovely 
in the soft light of this Spring afternoon. Ah now! H. is 
opening the box and showing the dress, and L. assures her that it 
is quite quite white indeed!--while pouring another cup of tea 
for both. 

The steam, green and glowing, wreathes them round and makes 
me think that life itself is beautiful--however troublesome, at 
times, our duty. Well, once a romantic... 

At any rate, diary, business! I’?11l let the ladies talk all 


the more, writing my letter by hand instead of dictating to H. 
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Dear Dr. G., 


Perhaps you would honor us with 
another visit. With all 
respect, I believe the gas to 
be too slow--I’m not a chemist 
but suspect the concentration 
too minimal--or just a faulty 
batch(?) Please phone to make 
an appointment. (I write you 
by hand because my ladies are 
healing a tiff, and 1 choose 
not to interrupt.) Ah the 
human aspects of our work! 
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"No Sexual Intercourse Aloud" 


It’s a curious guilt, this being amused while knowing better. 

At first, I was part of the humoring process, concurred at least. 
1’?1l back up. For two or so hours a day I sit in a sunny alcove ata 
magnificent state library, all marble and aromatic oak, and full of 
musty, pleasant tradition (the library that is). There I commit 
research, the subject of which is interesting only to some one hundred 
experts, so-called, in the world. 

We actually meet sometimes and, as human nature would have it, 
develop solemn friendships and dark hatreds over immense 
trivialities--frequently in some sin-bucket city where we manage 
looking bemused while terrified. New Orleans was the last place for 
this hyper-stressed voyeurism. 

At any rate the particular citizen I laughed at in our coolly 
moral library was meticulous, richly dressed, aglow in health, and 
unable to put the simplest thought directly. 

A typical verbal dance of his, and there were many...well let him 
wend his torturous way as he speaks to the chief librarian, a man of 
some presence, not to say girth. "I need, uh, when a person who has 


the knowledge and facilities, uh? Is...asked?” 
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"That would be help, information. Why I’m here." The chief 
librarian is a florid fellow and one, not surprisingly, of great 
appetite, who often was eating something or enjoying the memory of 
it--in any case he had looked the latter way that Particular afternoon 
just before the approach by the fidgety, inarticulate one. 

And there they remain in memory, surrounded by rosy marble and 
comprising what the TV boys call a two-shot. But / should stick to 
the subject: "Of course. Where’s my...uh, mind?"--he asks our 
librarian while fairly tapdancing along the marble floor, black shoes 
flashing. (Well J don’t have it, thank the Lord! I think, seesawing 
on my own feet in front of the card index.) “Anyway, the one 
fellow... and the other?" he dances on, “Instrument involved. He. 
The first. Wooden. Though they’re metal, uh, aluminum now...some. 
Not relevant to my...?" 

Finally standing still, he begins sweating, his profile a blues 
shimmer against the rosy marble. "Your question?” smiles the chief 
librarian, hands on ample hips, and lifting an eyebrow at me as if we 
two formed a compact of mild toleration against this vague and 
silly man. It’s an idea I don’t like--didn’t like then. A good 
person, one with courage, will let no one assume he is uncritically 
going along. 

"But not at all levels,” this uncertain man plods. "The 
highest...forbidden. Aluminum, that is." 

"Uh huh,” nods the benign librarian, seeming to increase in girth 
in his rootedness as this flibbity-gidget again begins circling 


through the dusty slants of sunlight, and firing his asinine comments 
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and questions from all angles. Aluminum indeed! Well, getting the 
actual question from him was like digging aluminum from out of that 
marble floor. 

"I see," says the librarian, his British tweeds deepening in 
afternoon light--perhaps his beginning to "see" in the midst of the 
other’s verbal and physical dance being a mellow function of his few 
luncheon Heinikins rather than patient erudition. 

Still the doltish wanderer hasn’t found his precise ground: 
"After the striking of one, why then another, uh, of an opposite, uh, 
faction, has the obligation to to to to to..?" 

"To catch...a ball! It’s baseball!" the fat librarian affirms. 

1711 spare you the five, scraping minutes, with the minor 
librarians, female all, going in and out of the stacks while shaking 
their gray heads, until their hearty chief extracts the final 
question: the career fielding average compiled by Babe Ruth. 

Halleleulah--a rare something the fat and florid librarian didn’t 
know outright. He told the dancing bumbler to look in The Baseball] 
Fact Book. Of course. 

The other performance I remember most, of a rainy, swirling 
afternoon when autumn leaves plastered the windows: “Structure... 
people living in...he’d been Princeton president too...but but but a 
side...kick, SIDEKICK!...political... IMPORTANT!" he finally blurted-- 
well most of his utterances could be classified as blurts but this 
was, in the words of archival TV’s Ed Sulllivan, a really big one. 


"Rank! Army!" 


Zit 


At any rate the question (?) eventually proved to be in reference 
to Colonel House, paramount advisor to Woodrow Wilson. I’?11 bet you 
came close to guessing that. (Strange such a game can prove 
addictive. Way of showing off? How smart we are in decoding 
confusions? I suppose, but what do I know?) 

"Well...we got there! Goodness!"--the first time I had heard the 
chief display any impatience, but for some reason strange young people 
had begun hiving around, dressed in the latest fashions of sexuality 
and rankly wet from the rain. 

At that time, I still held the memory of his knowing glance at me 
during the Babe Ruth episode, and felt my guilt both renewed and 
amplified, for I sincerely desired the approval of this large, 
gregarious man ever since | had witnessed the impromptu party at the 
Ole New England Inne (actually an Italian restaurant, mostly). As 1! 
shaved a hunk of Vermont cheddar and sipped white zindfandel at the 
bar, he bestowed small gifts brought back from England after his 
yearly trip to buy clothes. To be truthful, I profoundly envied the 
warmth the waitresses and the bartender revealed towards him. 

Never unfortunately one of the boys, |I nonetheless shared the 
raucousness at the immense vulgarity of a blownup rubber woman he 
fetched from his sportscar at the last, and which held a tray for 
drinks atop giant breasts. This prize went to Shorty the delivery 
boy, a man of sixty. I laughed, as the expression goes, until I! 
cried. 

But then wondered at my tears, as construction equipment gouged 


and roared nearby and my white wine vibrated in the glass, wondered 
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what more there was to them. A loneliness wider and deeper than I had 
suspected. It had to be faced, of course. 

As you can see I know no reason to spare myself: in the pursuit 
of degrees and minor honors, I should have become a better human 
being. No excuses. 

At any rate I often marveled as to how he could be so educated 
and cultured and yet so daringly vulgar? And so so warmly open! I 
had observed him many times around the restaurant, huggy-kissy around 
the women, and like a ruddy locker room comrade around the men who, at 
least the ones rougher-edged, called him all sorts of whoremongers and 
faggots. (The restaurant attracted a wide clientele.) Anyway, the 
whole Italian-Colonial place brightened when he set a chubby foot 
inside. In his English shoes, of course. 

And yet he remained a learned and cultured colleague in the 
sacrosanct confines of our library. Truly A Man For All Seasons. 

I am a stick, as I said, inward, shy nerd who, given the chance, 
is liable to say the wrong thing in mixed company, or the right thing 
at the wrong time. Or to say nothing when all look to me. 

Or, even worse yet, most often attempt to say nothing somewhat 
eloquently. Oh well. You know me I dare say. My name is legion, 
that lame, educated, legion of the perpetually half-fearful. 

I therefore could never be like my librarian in the scene ! often 
Picture: large red-checked napkin tied round his neck to shield his 
tweeds from the lasagna and from the oversized goblet of ferocious 
Cianti he gestures with, he’s laughing with everyone. A little wine 


flings off the rim and hangs in vibrant air. (For some reason, toa, 
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those red drops reappear to me from time to time, by themselves, 
abstracted from the convivial scene.) 

But...I’m happy enough. What life offers most of, I have had. 
Now much of it is over, with my wife ill. It comes to us all at some 
point, the hand impossible to play. 

Anyway, the librarian had a perfectly lovely life, taking as it 
did from scholarship and epicurianism and warm friends. 

Okay, you ask, where’s the dark cloud? 

In a shipment of television tapes. As far as I knew, nota 
modern electron ran about any instrument in the marble library--old 
books and index cards, and banker’s lamps radiating dust down from 
cracked green shades. (Even the phones were those black prewar 
thumpers which could withstand a direct bomb hit.) 

Therefore had you popped in a few weeks ago after fifty years 
absence, you’d be pretty comfortable in the fact that nothing had 
changed, inhaling, ah, that venerable oaken fragrance. (But don’t we 
need some such place in the fury and slash of our instant world?) 

"There’s a mistake." My heroic librarian kept smiling at the 
wiry trucker who was methodically piling the boxes of television tapes 
between them on the floor. 

"Nope. And | leave it all here whether you sign or not. It’s no 
skin off my nose. I do what they say. It’s easier like that, believe 
me." 

The shame of it, and that’s exactly the right word, is that this 
driver would never bring his son here, which 1 as small-d democrat 


lament--and yet the place is a treasurehouse for all the world, let 
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alone this city. I guess I’d have to fault the chief librarian there. 
Oh there had been the occasional grammar school group herded in, but 
every citizen could have found something of value--even latent 
criminals anent the exhaustive law holdings. 

At any rate if you’re excluded from something, or feel you are-- 
the same thing, no?--it’s virtually the same as being a criminal 
anyway. But there I go being hyper-critical again--trump card of the 
impotent. 

The cartons stayed unopened while he tried to get the library 
board to remove them, visiting each member at his and her place of 
business. But, no go, since the governor himself had decided. 

It seems that the silvery-sleaze media center of the capital had 
burned down--fast. (It had been named The Grafton Reece Center and was 
popularly known as Graft n’ Grease). At any rate something called the 
MY MOTHER THE CAR FESTIVAL was rescheduled, instead, at our holy 
library! I felt the entire project had been conceived as a joke since 
I vaguely remembered the TV show as a weak one, but intense young 
caresrists with bottle-bottom glasses had mobilized behind it. 

And they found little that was funny. 

My last gastronomical view of the librarian was his snapping 
something to his favorite waitress, whom he called Beatrice, as to the 
quality of his veal parmigian: "Metallic cheese!" he sneered--so 
unlike him. Yet...he was right. The standards at our favorite 
restaurant were slipping, as soggy crackers in front of me on the bar 


testified. 
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Around this time, too, Cross Punks appeared with their hair, 
their walkmans and loose muscles. As you know--and know--from tabloid 
television, the boys dress as girls and vice versa--as if anyone 
could tell. I believe they did all of the setting up of the VCRS that 
the state, in the person of an earnestly demanding young woman, had 
delivered in a jumble of machines and cables. The grayheaded 
librarians would have nothing to do with her--technology and those 
connected to it smacking of sin. 

Presumably the Cross Punks checked out the tapes from the old 
show and watched them--such activity comprising the "festival”-- 
actually they watched pornographic ones they had carried in. 

I had no trouble with their playing with sexuality. After all, 
we had already gotten better acquainted in recent nights, my watching 
them on latenight talk shows after my wife had lapsed into fitful 
sleep. Kids...that’s all. They’d assume the role society expected of 
them sooner or later. Right now they could flaunt their hatred for 
the uptight rest of us. To tell the truth, the violence associated 
with their “movement” bothered me more. It always does, but it’s 
always manifesting itself, and in all eras. Why in Sam Johnson’s 
London, as an example, delinquents calling themselves Mohawks would 
thump the bejesus out of any stragglers between taverns. 

The chief librarian had done his best to give some class to the 
My Mother the Car Festival, flanking the circulation desk with posters 
executed by a leading Japanese graphic artist, and showing a ghostly 
black-and-white collage of mothers of all races, along with foreground 


autos, mostly Ferraris of a walloping red. The kids giggled at the 
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posters the same way they giggled at the confused questioner when he 
went into one of his vague dances. As a matter of fact, it was they 
who witnessed the one concerning Woodrow Wilson’s Colonel House their 
very first day on board. 

Oh well--fools of the old and new orders. 

The vague man took to lodging in an empty alcove and muttering 
out the window at construction materials being unloaded across the 
narrow street. I joined him to see where a hole in the ground 
attested to the departure of THE INSTITUTE FOR THE NEW...whatever. 
Only a portion of the old sign stuck up from the dumpster. When they 
uncrated a greenish gold statue of Delihah cutting Samson’s hair, I 
deduced we were in for another S & D Healthclub. This great leap 
forward in reasoning was followed by the huffing up of the chief 
librarian and the whole tribe of acned crossdressers carrying VCRS and 
monitors. “They have to come in here now!” he all but screamed. 

We didn’t inquire as to why, hearing the sobs of an assistant 
librarian retching out somewhere in the middle bowels of the building. 

We settled ocurselves at a desk across from the kids and they ran 
a tape which popped up on the largest monitor. It showed what I took 
to be a French sailor. He wore a top of horizontal red stripes and 
bell bottom pants, and everything about him was sunken, his chest, the 
hollows of his cheeks and eyes. Was he ill, addict, what? Then a 
Brunhilde rushed in and tore down the velcro front of those trousers 
and, of course, the extraordinary sprung forth, explaining the 


spavined look: all the energy had drained down into the thing. 
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IT MADE HIM AN INTERNATIONAL STAR! crowed the whiskey voice of 
former blond leading man Ty Merrick. Thousands went in .the training 
of that voice, ravaged but still resonant even in that marble with its 
horrible acoustics where you couldn’t hear the person beside you at 
times--a fortunate case now, since my vague desk Partner launched into 
a Panglossian movie review, decrying the poor lighting would you 
believe? Ty’s voice kept repeating, as did the whole fantastic 
vignette--the kids had spliced the business into a loop. (Shouldn’t 
our own stupid acts be depicted thus?--the repetition’d help us truly 
see ourselves.) 

Suddenly all the construction guys across the street shrieked and 
cheered at once, somehow catching a ghost image reflected back off the 
glass of a dusty print of Robert Fulton’s steamboat on the wall above 
our heads. 

The kids turned the monitor around for them while putting hands 
into each other’s blouses and pants for our benefit, one young person 
staring and staring at me. The only look I’ve ever seen absolutely 
empty of emotion. Blank is too woefully inadequate an adjective. 

The construction boys continued leaping up and down like loose 
electrons and | began encountering a monster headache. 

This is when I, shy as | am, complained, and the entire 
"festival™ was again moved, this time to the basement, and therefore | 
and the other resident bookworms didn’t have to bear the ambivalent 
young anymore, nor hear the cheers of the construction workers. 

We didn’t miss either; we worked on, our own small nonsense a 


barricade against the world | suppose. 
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Meanwhile the staff lurched into a public relations mode. 
This policy was instituted one bright afternoon by the chief librarian 
upon the advice of a local politician who promised to intercede with 
the governor--insinuating that the librarian could perhaps do 
something for him someday. He also advised him there’d be more clout 
if the library became more visible, and that he’d therefore have to 
train his staff to greet the bound-to-widen public with some warmth. 

My first intimation of profound change was a circle of the gray 
librarians surrounding what looked like a huge, florescent lime. 
This latter proved to be the sartorial version of the politician’s 
advice in the person of the chief librarian in a green leisure suit 
which looked like it had been cut with a machete. His pep talk lifted 
the other librarians off reserve and they positively radiated towards 
any request, later that afternoon hedging in the vague man who more 
brightly danced in their collective regard. His subject...well they 
never found out since smoke flew up the semi-circular stairwells, 
packing the angled sunbeams, and we all observed the chief streak 
greenly past. 

Upon return he burst "Practically a marijuana bonfire down there! 
But that’s not the worst of it. Oh no!" Spastically fetching a 
piece of poster board and a black magic marker from beneath the main 
circulation desk, he made a sign reading 

NO SEXUAL INTERCOURSE ALOUD 

When he was taping it up over one of the now-straggly My Mother 

the Car posters, I had to approach him. I knew he meant allowed and 


not aloud, and puzzled how such a literate man, however distraught, 


225 


could make this mistake. The worst thing was that try as 1 might I 
could not make him understand, and thus the sign remained. I did 
hastily persuade him--it was thank goodness closing time--to join me 
for a drink at our restaurant. 

Which...was gone. We picked our way atop a steaming heap 
to a bulldozer parked with its nose up. A whipping banner attached to 
it boasted S & D WEST WILL SOON JOIN S & D EAST! "No one told me. 

Why would no one tell me?" he repeatedly asked, stumbling through the 
autumnal vapors of his own voice, the leisure suit taking on a bronze 
patina in the smoky light. 

"A hellish circle this," I sighed, knowing his love for Dante. 

I stayed away from the library for a couple of days and then one 
late scakins while I was serving my wife her herbal tea laced witha 
little cognac, in bounded my friend on her little TV. He still hadn’t 
jettisoned the leisure suit which took on an unearthly green glow, 
or rather pulse, fitting the angry ambient of CONFRONT!. 

Gary Withers, in that most damning of phrases a local broadcast 
celebrity, began by taunting him, "I understand you’re trying to throw 
young people out of that fancy library of yours.” 

"We are open to all persons, all subjects, all research, all 
knowledge, but I don’t have enough room for the material I--" 

Gary Withers interrupted him. "So many shows from that whole 
dumb era and you choose Car Mother! Why not Peter Gunn? At least 
there’d be decent music!” 

But my friend could not be turned from his sterling selling job 


"...-happy to see many more people, every man woman and child of the 
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community...the library is our collective pride. International 
reputation!" (What the appeal realized the following week was a trio 
of old maid retired schoolteachers, all blue hair and bounce: We 
didn’t know this place ex!ISTed!) 

Gary Wither’s other guest was a newly self-ordained "Activist of 
Disgust"™: "What you doin’ down there, man? We gonna open it to the 
people! Go down there and piss on the floors. Wake yo’ ass up!" 

I could feel the chief librarian’s heart seizing under that stupid 
suit. "Can’t say piss and ass over the airwaves!" smirked Gary 
Withers. 

In the only lucky break I can remember from this whole degrading 
time, that following week a chartered bus took the activist’s group to 
the wrong institution, and they made their odoriferous statement at 
The Transportation Hall of Fame. 

In the ensuing weeks the vague man took to hiding in the stacks. 
I think it was because the youngsters had taken a perverse interest in 
him, often performing little comedic scenarios imitating him and the 
chief librarian--both of whom they depicted as surrealistically hyper 
and hopelessly confused. 

The appearance of Buster Nevers, though, brought him out from the 
stacks. It all but overwhelmed me too. Buster, a few years past his 
retirement from the National Football League, established a massive 
presence in the lobby of the library, his own color and his beige 
Italian suit blending so magnificently with the rosy marble as to make 
the rest of us uncomfortable. But he too became quickly agitated when 


the vague man commenced asking him his oddly slanted questions, 
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beginning "He kicked it and caught it! Another sport. Not 
football--" and on and on... 

"I don’t have the least idea what you’re saying! No clue, man!" 
Buster ultimately roared, and our old dithery friend turned on his 
heel and walked out the door forever, sucked into blinding, mercury 
noon. 

"Welcome to Blitz Day!" announced Buster Nevers when he had 
gotten himself back together. The librarians huddled around, the 
chief still in the green leisure suit, alas much looser, the right 
breast featuring the sheen of a tomato-y stain that had probably come 
from a gobbled meatball sandwich after the television show. 

Buster had a dual charge from the governor, to move kids and 
equipment to a new library opening in a shopping center, and to 
introduce a bar code system into the circulation process. 

"Hello. How are you?" he observed the niceties several times as 
each kid departed, holding equipment under one arm and squeezing 
genitals with the other. "Now would your mother approve of that?” 
scolded Buster finally, which led to greater excesses and some 
hyperbolic grunts. 

"Well thank God that’s over,” sighed Buster as the last girl (?) 
turned round darkly from the brilliant doorway to give us the finger. 
"If a kid of mine...!" and he slammed an enormous fist into his 
looseleaf notebook. "But back to business...” 

I couldn’t help thinking that the knot of them resembled the 
scene when these same gray librarians surrounded the chief as he 


introduced his now-rusting green leisure suit to the literate public. 
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But this time the confidence from the richly brown center of the group 
was fairly stinging the air: “Tomorrow we bring in the machines; today 
we learn three key words! That’s all." I can’t remember the words 
now, and they couldn’t learn them then. 

After a half hour, Buster turned to me as I pretended to browse 
through a drawer randomly extracted from the card index. “Am 1 a bad 
guy? Do I look like a bad guy to you?" I shook my head as the 
assembled librarians glazed. “Walls! I got walls here! Wellllll... 
we’1ll write it down!" He yanked a pencil from an inside pocket but it 
snapped in his hammy hand. All the librarians shrieked at once, 
bouncing echos about the marble lobby. "Whoa! I got another! Save 
the upsets for the big things. Please!" He handed another pencil to 
the oldest librarian, a lady as crushed and sunken as had been the 
French sailor, but with no latent potency of any kind. 

He instructed her to write the number one on the reverse side of 
a Mother the Car poster, but she looked back with such fright that he 
gently transferred the pencil to the chief librarian. “Sir! Don’t 
let us down in this! Unnnnnnn-LESS it’s some sort of joke? Did Lukey 
Maxwell out of the Cultural Affairs Office...?" 

Our chief librarian held the pencil fiercely posed. “Well, never 
mind then. Do you suppose that you could make the number, the Roman 
numeral, one?" The chief librarian emitted a sort of high-pitched 
mewing sound and attacked the poster with the pencil but...I1 don’t 
know guite how to say this...couldn’t bring the point in contact with 
it in order to write, instead slapped the pencil sideways again and 


again, the flat of the instrument that is, against the cardboard. 
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It sickened me, has ever since, and even as brusque as he was, Buster 
Nevers found tears in his eyes. 

Chief turned to me, his face as loose as his green suit, and 
thrust the pencil towards his baggy throat. "“Inside...press up! Up! 
Jam! Hard! Mur--murder! What?" 

"You’re angry. Hurt. It’s been...too much.” I softly took the 
pencil. 

"Yeah?" shouted the alarmingly reassertive Buster Nevers. "Well 
it’s all too much for me!" 

As he stomped out | found the chief librarian practically in my 
armpit. “Crap TV," he began, “bar code shit...horror kids!" 

"Yes." 

"Where friends? Restaurant? Why? Presents. England! 
England!"--his face ashen. 

"That was grave. How they could sell out to developers with nary 
a wore te you, lt ..” 

"Scum politics, ugh!" he shuddered. 

"Not a place for you or me. Not that we’re pure--but relatively 
we certainly are! Naive for sure. We can’t sense the greasy wheels 
within wheels--don’t have a clue." 

"My beautiful library and then then then smoking g-g-grass.” 

"Terrible." 

"Fucking!" The other librarians left. 

"IT...-don’t know,” I touched him. “You get comfortable and then 
the bills come in, and the dues must always be paid eventually. 


Anybody happy can’t be left that way I suppose. Not for long anyway.” 
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"Books?" 

"Yes? Books?” 

"No more,” he sobbed, grabbing my arm, his eyes skidding beyond 
terror, the two of us fronting the ancient wooden cabinet. "No more 
books. There’11 be no! Nowhere!” 

His face went fish-belly white and seemed to be melting downward. 


"Oh there’11 be one or two left,” I encouraged. 
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The Three P’s 

"Well! Then! Who do we have here?" Turning a corner onto the 
sunporch, he played the upbeat young doctor but the “patient” proved 
to be a cauliflower sunk into the canvas seat of a wheelchair. C. 
Flower noted the chart hanging from a chrome arm. 

"Is this the joke on the new hand?" he sniffed to the head nurse 
as they stood in her airless downstairs cubby . “Not exactly,” she 
reached slightly into his jacket. "This belt buckle is so unusual. 
Difficult to undo?"--an old-fashioned nurse featuring starch noises 
when she moved. 

Marched he to the hospital administrator, a person roundly 
comfortable without him. "Ah yes, you’ve gone and discovered C. 
Flower then? She has been a model patient." He managed it all ina 
sigh. 

*ohe7” 

"We’ve gotten used to referring to her as a she. One thinks of 
cauliflowers as feminine, don’t you think?" He had never thought 
about it and didn’t now, the memory of nurse’s noisy moves still 
fuzzing him. "Well now!" the administrator brightened, "You’d like an 
explanation!” In an immediate slash of dusty sunlight, his granny 


glasses opaqued on a pink face. 
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"1 Aansistt™ 

"Of course, since she’s your patient. Your others will be much 
more nettlesome, believe me.” 

"I’m not trained to treat...” 

"Of course not. But, then again, we’re not trained to do much 
that the world requires, are we?--the newer things especially. 
There’s a...personal world, a professional world, and a political 
world. The three P’s you might say.” 

His own personal world revealed itself in color photos of three 
little girls--the doctor could see the administrator’s soft facial 
features in each. One black and white picture presented a 
woman--wife, the doctor deduced--with something like the 
administrator’s blurry face too, plus strain, greeting a robed African 

"My wife is also a physician. We are physicians. Like you.” 
Behind the blank glasses no eyes were evident; the young doctor did 
not answer. "At any rate, C. Flower, was born in response to the 
political. As a kind of joke at first. You see we have the minimal 
number of patients under state regulations. If we lose one, another 
must come in. Last month we lost one, and had no one to admit. They 
would close us down!" He waved a fat arm expansively, as if to 
include his wife and daughters among employees. 

So, we admitted C. Flower. She’s temporary-- ’11 be chucked into 
the dumpster at the appropriate moment. At that point in time, 1’11 


put her down as transferred to a private convalescent home,” he sagely 
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nodded to himself, his glasses only somewhat gummy in the office’s 
quick darkening--slumbery gray eyes now visible. "Will it rain 
or what?” 

"No. Not supposed!” the younger doctor snapped, sulked, 
recovered. "She’s my...patient! How can I partake in such an an an 
immor...a crooked game?” 

"Do be careful, Doctor. Many have lost professional standing by 
being pigheaded in these or similar circumstances. I’m asking you to 
be a mensch ! All life isn’t diagnosis, treatment, and lab tests on 
stool samples.” 

"ComPLETELY absurd! I don’t beLIEVE this!” 

"My young friend, every institution forces one to perform absurd 
tricks,™ he stared over prayful hands. "A kind of power dance. That 
is, the higher-ups conduct us with the most benign of smiles,” he 
smiled, “and we dance. I guess it’s how you use your baton in this 
world that counts, yes?...sort of joke.” His wink stuck. 

"Well not ME dancing! I’m going to HAVE to write a report 
before..." 


"Don’t bother. The inspector will be here in an hour or so, and 


want to talk to you as the new physician. Ah if done ’twere best 
done quickly! Everyone in the hospital, including you, out on the 
street! Including me--with three in college. And, God, the poor 
people in the kitchen! They don’t just send resumes out like you can. 


Carlos is so proud of that cancerous Thunderbird!” 
"No alternative! Such corruption defies everything!” 


"Well, many things, I’11 grant you that. Uh, well, more thana 
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few anyway.” The administrator, in ritual weariness, took off his 
glasses and rubbed his eyes as the young doctor bolted. 

That afternoon, the agrieved physician saw his clear duty as 
simply pointing things out to the skinny inspector--wanting to feel 
not responsible after that point. So on their walk to the state car, 
he merely stated “Before you leave I want you to meet C. Flower .” 

"No thanks, I’ve seen enough.” 

"But, this is quite important.” 

"Hey! You’re here to treat the Altzheimer’s Brigade. More power 
to you, but I don’t have to look at it and think of myself with the 
drool running down. No way!" The inspector would not be moved into 
the contrived scenario. 

"But this particular patient is a cauliflower!” 

"Hey! So you got a few vegetables here; I didn’t know you 
differentiated.” 

"] really must insist!" 

"Hey, Doctor! I’m really Finance." And, leaning over it like 
a mincing question mark, he opened his laptop computer and punched in 
a formula which blinked on the screen. "See that? This’11 show them! 
My invention, and the whole system’s gonna eventually use it if it 
kills me!” 

After his shift (his relief, Dr Kong, giggled yes to all his 
complaints) and with his head abuzz with newer strategies, he headed 
to nurse’s cubbyhole again, beginning to consider thinking about 
seeing her as his sole potential ally. At the least, he hoped she’d 


take a few moments to listen to reason. 
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Oh she’d try her discrete SEXY business--he wasn’t naive--it 
still wrinkling his mind with alarming starch: as had the inspector 
defensively crunched his beloved NUMBERS, and before him, the 


adminstrator dispensed SCHMALTZ. 


Personal, professional, and political indeed! A whole world of 


corruption. 


He was fathoming, descending into her atmosphere, how he’d set up 


once again his moral heart. 
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All a Dither 


We all started avoiding him because he made us nervous. 
I had never thought of how to label his actions until my secretary 
says "This new printer dithers; I mean it’s supposed to, fills out 
each little individual letter better that way.” 

"It cost enough! Dithers, hey? Like Dagwood’s Mr Dithers in 
Blondie, hey?" 

"Yeah,”™ she winks, “or somebody else." 

Well that somebody else was our Mr Dithers, so as his supervisor, 
I finally sweettalked him into early retirement. Well, I mean, you 
couldn’t see him! He’d make you blink 
and blink. 

On his last day we took him eae ke the best of the city’s second 
tier of restaurants and our waitress squealed at him 
"Well look at you! Wow, you’re the best one yet!” 

"He sort of...dithers,"” I whispered. 

"Yeah, right. Whatever. Everybody does, really. I see 
everybody’s. Everything." 

"No kidding. Mine too? I do? I have one?” 


"Sure! You should see a rose! Experience it! Awesome!" 
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"Make sure Cookie doesn’t overcook my steak." I wanted to make 


sure. 
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Tug 


Sees her in a construction bucket being hoisted up against 
sun to a traffic light outside the dental school. Her darkly y 
helmet. Flees to Houston Hall where friends discover him shrun 
a triangularity of Expresso Cart, Arby’s Roast Beef, and Philly 
Cheesesteak. 

"She’s here! My mother! Red light!" They convice him it 
impossible, to lighten up. 

Back to his room to fetch books for Political Science, he 
the dorm through a crew raking leaves. Checked flannel shirts, 
of dusty sunlight. Her. Quite round and singularly benign, lo 
bit like the pope about to bless with a glowing rake. 

Jettisons books and papers, all, into the crunching leaves 
his friends catapults he--who try to intersect Hey! 

Runs to exhaustion, then staggers onto the Philadelphia Art Mus 
steps, collapses--at the top of which she’s doing a Rocky imita 
capacious bra above boxing trunks of snaking irridescence. 


His second wind cuts in and he bolts to the campus. 


That evening the university opens a new folk center, and h 


chosen by a student committee to give the address of welcome, 
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introduces afterwards a troupe of mummers, designated a "Cowboy Comic 


Brigade." A sequened twenty surround him, twirling ropes while 


performing the famous mummer’s strut, a kind of zig-zagging stompabout 


as if wearing snowshoes. 
Lassoo slaps his shoulder, flops round his head. Down to his 


Waist. He doesn’t look up. 
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THE PROGRESS OF THE BREAST 


"You’re welcome, but it’s Jerry. Mr Blenheim is my father." He 
had been thanked by Jill Ann Ilg for retreving a rolling lipstick from 
under his computer table; its gold, he noted, matched the highlights 
in her chestnut hair. 

"What with you being a vice president ’n all, well..." Miss Ilg 
Was going on. 

"Well here I’m the class dummy," he interrupted. 

"Not while I’m around,” Dr Monogham stagewhispered off to Jerry’s 
right, his own computer screen rolling off calculations with wildly 
increasing decimal places. "I don’t even know how I got into this 
stuff!" he laughed. “My business is words.” 

"I’m told it’s all really numbers there, even when they turn it 
into words. Or the machine does...or something,” shrugged Jerry, the 
vice-president, to Dr Monogham, this silvery, puzzled Irishman. 

Dr Alfred, the Instructor, minced behind Dr Monogham to push the 
button to the frenzied monitor. “We shall let it work in the dark for 
the nonce, yes?" Jerry thought Dr Alfred’s small hands were suitable 
to the work. 

"Oh...nice! The dark!” Jill Ann teased them, that generic 


teasing appropriate to her age and station. Nonetheless, Jerry 
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wondered if he blushed. Dr. Alfred slid back of the silver Dr 
Monogham to him, class dummy, self-proclaimed. 

"Well, you’ve done it all right, Mr Blenheim. And in what? 
Twenty eight lines? Example of what we call Brute Force!" (The name 
too of a men’s cologne Jerry recalled from some massive billboards. ) 
"That is, you instruct the computer to do every bitty-witty thing, 
step by step, without taking advantage of the shortcuts of some 
Minimal math. Therefore, Brute Force! But we need a bit of cunning 
in life, yes? Oh your program’d run as it’s so laboriously set up, 
but why bother? I mean we all would’ve gone stark raving mad if your 
way is the only way we could program computers, hey, Mr Blenheim?” 
Jerry managed to conceal only part of his disappointment as this 
too-emphatic and pursed-mouth teacher moved--step by tiny step--from 
the downcast vice president to most fashionably slim Jill Anne Ilg, 
who had littered the top of her console with makeup-stained tissues, 
the gold lipstick case standing up among them. She was using the 
screen as a mirror to neaten her blush. (Had he stressed Mr because 
the other two men in the room were PhDs? pondered Jerry.) 

Dr Alfred whistled. "Beautiful! Well, from Gattling Gun to 
poetry! Three-line program! Like a little poem, Miss Ilg! Wow! Run 
it! 1 think we have a computer natural here, gentlemen!” 

How could she, she who wincing Jerry had seen exfoliating tissues 
and gum wrappers around the hallways and in the employees’ cafeteria, 
brushing on her makeup while studying herself in her down-twisted 


rearview mirror when his company sedan crawled behind her weaving 
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Subaru of a gray, dripping morning in the long line into the plant... 
how could she...?...with her high school education...when he...? 

The class not insufferable enough, Dr Alfred proved to be one of 
these New Age instructors, for at the break he asked the three pupils 
to bring back anything from outside the training center which 
symbolized them in some way. Jerry went immediately to a shivering 
maple and picked up a fallen leaf. He would decide what to say about 
it when Dr Alfred asked, never having forgotten the words of his curt 
old mentor Pick Hallen, newly retired to Duck Key: "Throw the dart and 
then draw the bullseye around it.” 

"“Whattayagot?™ It was Miss Ilg, he knew from the one-word 
quality of the question. 

"A mystery not ready to be revealed.” And, palming the leaf, he 
turned round to fall in beside her, he in his bluegray suit, she her 
denim miniskirt, unsteady on her heels in the mid-morning thaw of the 
frosty grass. When they came to a stream, she insisted on trying to 
inch down the steep embankment to fetch a smooth red rock for the 
appraisal of the diminutive computer guru. She started falling, and 
reached back to Jerry who seemed abstracted, thrusting out his hand 
late. 

Jill Ann in zigzag pellmell stumble finally slapped into the 
water and hit her head on a much larger rock than the one she had 
desired. Her dress flowed as best it could for its short length and 
blood trickled thinly into the current from her splayed-out chestnut 
hair. Jerry yelled and the nearby Dr Monogham, who had been digging 


up something with his toe, came running. Together they got her up 


243 


onto the windy meadow, her head bleeding profusely by now, and 
Monogham ran to phone the company ambulance. 

"I saw you.” Monogham sighed later at his machine. "You reached 
out for her but, alas, a second too late.” He nodded to her computer, 
atop which artifacts remained, his white hair still aflare from wind 
and excitement. 

Jerry felt his palms sweat, seeing that image of her small hand 
reaching to his own, and he nearly knew he had decided not to help 
her. Oh it was petty and cruel to punish her for outshining him in 
class, immature too--but he felt, if true, no one would ever know. 

He glanced to Monogham in fear of being observed, of giving 
something away with his face. What he saw was a message blinking LOVE 
YOUR CROOKED NEIGHBOR WITH YOUR CROOKED HEART. 

"That’s not the program I’m working on," Jerry recovered. 

"Shhh. Oh god | forgot you were a vice president. You caught 
me.” But Monogham said it as if he had done the catching. 

"I’m working on the poetry of Auden. Certain lines I mean.” His blue 
eyes were blinking in rhythm to the green line on the screen. "It’s a 
kind of hobby of mine, something to carry into retirement. This is 
the second time I’ve taken the course and |! know all the solutions to 
the programming problems. So I sock them out in a minute or two and 
bring up Auden from another disc I’ve been working on.” 

"How about that mess of numbers earlier?” 

"Little red herring,” Monogham smiled thinly. “He doesn’t know I 
took the course before, Dr. Alfred--nor much of anything else. Why, I 


bet he even forgot where he parked his butterfly." 
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"I see," Jerry saw in his way. “But, whatever, he does know 
something about comput...” 

"Company money wasted? Is that what you’re thinking?” 

Monogham’s eyes became a stiller, icier blue. 

"Not necessarily. My management style, so-called, allows a 
little elbow room. Auden’s poetry might just help the company somehow 
in some obscure way, that is you become a broad...and and happier 
employee and thus...if I’m not stretching it too...” 

"Broad?" winked Monogham. "That word on your mind is it? Or on 
mine?” 

They both became momentarily embarrassed. Looking down to 
notebooks on his desk, his forehead shading beyond its baby pink, Dr 
Monogham yelled “"She’s in Mercy hospital but she’s all right." The 
comment was directed too at Dr Alfred who shrieked over the phone. 

"But her purse is here I tell you!" The voice on the other end 
of the phone was loud enough for the two men at their computers to 
hear a verbal shrug. 

"Oh I’m so glad that she’s okay,” Jerry whispered. "If I wasn’t 
so damn slow...even at this." He waved an arm at his computer. "Both 
symptoms of age | guess." 

"You get it faster than anybody else I’ve seen take this course.” 

"Oh? Miss Ilg wrote a three-line program that accomplished what 
took me twenty eight!" 

"Her bodyfriend’s in Systems!" Monogham slammed his notebook 
closed, not in anger for he smiled merrily. “He wrote the program out 


on a notecard. That’s what all the crap is on top of her monitor. 
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She had to find it. Dug it out from all the noxious crap in that 
Black Hole of Calcutta purse of hers." 

"She cheated? Why? It’s...not the purpose of the program... and 
there are no grades or anything like that. 

I don’t get..." Jerry was slowly, genuinely, shaking his head. 

"No stakes at all. Not really. Some time off from the routine 
and maybe the exposure to personal computers and dummy-programming’ 11 
help you down the line." 

"So why cheat?" Jerry repeated the question as if it embodied a 
profanely tragic mystery. 

"Habit. That’s the difference between the generations I think. 
They cheat habitually." Monogham lent his voice a scraping resonance: 
"We always had a dark, darrrrrrk reason for doing so." 

"We’re better, not worse. You make it sound...” 

"Initially we’re all of us just scared I guess, but after a few 
dozen times its just a way we’ve learned to behave. Programmed, if 
you will." Monogham typed ROMANTIC US!!! !t!!!!!!! NIHILISTIC 
ED io) RS sp BE be Be "Wouldn’t Jill Ann Ilg be just astounded to know she 
was nihilistic?" 

"Are you...from Personnel?” 

"Guilty. But you don’t have to be afraid. I can’t haul you in 
for any tests or evaluations, only the secretaries and low level 
engineers and other clerks of such subterranean ilk.” 

"I?m not afraid." Then Jerry laughed. "Actually I was fora 
ridiculous moment." After he gushed this last it surprised him that 


he could be so intimate with a stranger; Monogham somehow brought him 
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out, and not solely because of his vague guilt over Jill Ann Ilg. 

(How hurt, really, could she be? he had been asking himself.) "I 
forget I’m an exalted vice president sometimes. I feel that’s healthy 
for me, to forget that is. Thus I didn’t mind being the class 
dummy--even in dummy- programming!--a kind of double indemnity.” 

Jerry found his own humility disarming, warming. 

"Ah but you did mind. You didn’t want to. That’s not guite the 
same" winked Monogham. “And the recently battered Miss Ilg was, of 
course, really the class dummy--unless you think it bright of her to 
get the quick routes from her boyfriend." 

"But how do I handle it administratively?” Dr Alfred squealed, 
hopping a little, her absence assuming near federal proportions. 

"Old Brute Force there," nodded Monogham, “can’t get the message 
and can’t handle it when he does." The voice on the other end of the 
Phone attempted to reassure Dr Alfred. These two at their monitors 
remained content to be without their teacher, both manfully on station 
even though somewhat wet from the rescue of the academically fickle 
Jill Ann. 

"You may have a point there, uh, my partially not wanting to mind 
being class dummy," Jerry allowed, a bit more archly than he intended. 
"Any, uh, more secrets about me?" 

"Just that 1 thought I saw you hesitate...that you had a chance 


to grab her?” 


"No way! Just too damn slow I told you!" 


"Well maybe you’re not that sure. Maybe a...more of a mixed 
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picture in your head than that. Our motives can bufuddle us at times. 
And at so many times we only have an instant to...” 

"] can assure you that I...!" 

"Well, chalk it up to my usual distrust, nothing personal. I 
guess it’s that / should love my crooked neighbor with my crooked 
heart. Uh, well, you’re my honest neighbor so nothing applies to 
you." Monogham pressed a key combination and his screen blanked. 

"God look at my hair! That wind was a mixmaster out there during the 
emotional mission of transporting the maiden ever upwards from the 
water, the white-haired elder and the heroic chieftain. Sounds like a 
myth.” 

"I’m not Goody Twoshoes, believe me,” Jerry was fretting, 

a sort of chemical smell coming off Miss Ilg’s spent tissues. 
It annoyed Jerry almost as much as Monogham’s wild hair and 
pseudo-literary nonsense. 

"All right then, I’11 believe you, Jerry--if I may truly call you 
that--when you can’t believe yourself. At any rate she’s not the 
angel who couldn’t quite fly down the embankment, and you’re not quite 
the devil who programmed the chaotic results from his graybeard 
experience. And I am not the assured professional since | was afraid 
that you as a vice president’d report my fudging the computer course 
with my work on Auden’s poetry. A kid’s feeling, isn’t it? Afraid of 
being told on. 

"Thus and so we are our calculating selves and we are our driven 
selves and we are our unknowing and confused selves trying to do 


something right as we see it and not seeing it for vast stretches ata 
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time...." To Jerry, Monogham could have staunched this breathless 
collation of “insights” at any time. 

And Dr Alfred should take hold and resume the class! Monogham 
sucked up a quick breath, going on to "...and often figuring something 
out much too late after all the hurt...and always always always 
capable of doing something petty and cruel, not planning it or 
anything but when the situation arises...?" The effort cost hima 
scarlet face. 

"Guilty--at least in some of that...rush I would guess, but not 
in the situation of the lately unfortunate Miss Jill Ann Ilg--or 
should I say Ms Jill Ann I1g? Say, are you a psychologist?” Jerry 
wondered too--resting an elbow on the keyboard, his screen thereby 
sporting a repetitive garbage--if Monogham was a drinker. 

"Yes." 

"That why the line about...or rather lines about...” 

"I know I run on. Anyway...what | perceived. I don’t maintain 
it*®s- Tight. I talk to get a fix on things. What counts for you is 
your view.” 

"No, no, I...was just slow in grabbing her. That’s tragic 
enough. I’m at the point where 1 might have to move fast soon. Make 
the right decision or it’11 be made for me. I might have toa 
leave...choose to leave the company." He was giving Monogham too 
much; Dr. Brute Force still babbled over the phone. 

"My! Worried is it? That’s as close as you’!1!1 ever come to a 
revelation I do believe! Oh good! I made you laugh! By the bye, in 


the office presidential sweepstakes pool, odds on you are dead even.” 
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"Hmph. No kidding? Better than 1 deserve.” That’s an odd word 
to choose--I deserve to be president." 

"That’s the spirit!--for you." 

Late that afternoon they met by chance in the hospital gift shop, 
and then proceeded to the elevator. The same plastic package of 
carnations in each right hand, they ascended. 

"Il was so stupid and awkward,” Jerry began in her unlit room as 
Jill Ann sat upright in the bed while smoothing down the powder blue 
shorty nightgown on her slim thighs. 

"You were nice. And you’re nice now so that proves it!" 

She tossed her head slightly, the blond highlights now dim strawberry. 
He was stopped by her comment, standing by the widow and observing the 
glossy traffic in the blue light outside while puzzling over how such 
a sweet logic could square with her cheating in the course. 

"What they had left. Why we both got the same." Dr Monoghan, 
jerking as if sexually possessed, his voice climbing an octave, 
shoved his flowers right atop Jerry’s on the bedside table, next to 
the tissue box. Jerry saw a lovely, very young girl with thin, almost 
boyish legs. 

Strangely, the blue light from outside intensified, blooming. 
This is where she laughed, throwing herself back on the bed, and when 
he experienced a moment which would come back, standing at the window 
and hearing the laughter and seeing the light in that room, sniffing 
the slight aroma of past-fresh carnations from the sealed boxes...her 


starting to turn towards him, the sheer nightgown of an almost-white 
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blue, and under it a breast shadowy and yet faintly creamy, the dark 
dark nipple the color of a black cherry. 

The next month the board in a surprise move selected him as 
president, and the laughter and much else abruptly ceased, though the 
image of that breast persisted. Whether studying blueprints on the 
plant expansion he was shoving through, or walking Clancy, their 
Springer Spaniel, through the snow and soot park near the condo, the 
breast would hove into view, creamy white and lovely. 

Once it superimposed on one of his wife’s as she awaited his 
tennis serve during a stolen short weekend in Florida. 

She rocked side to side; the breast followed. "What are you waiting 
for?" Carla snapped, puffing her black hair from out of one eye, 
"Inspiration?" 

Both of them panted under the lid of one dark, humid cloud, his 
ears hammering, his eyes diffuse and hers darkly fierce, the top of 
the net assuming an unearthly white glow. At his further delay she 
announced “And you’!! never beat me again!" 

A year into the obsession he reasoned it would help to see Jill 
Ann, but was too hedged in by flunkies when he dropped by Maintenance, 
and he couldn’t get to the Dispatch Section with any grace. 

Once some whimsey entered in at the wedding of Treasurer Peter 
Lapides’ daughter: the breast swathed in a Virgin Blue playing 
peek-a-boo behind the brocaded chief priest--no hint of flesh 
revealed, though, not even in pinpoints. 

Some vague time after that, Carla rented Citizen Kane in order to 


disprove its claim as the greatest American film. Jerry was busy with 
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Papers in his home office and the only fragment he overheard was an 
old character musing on a youthful sighting of a girl in white on the 
Staten Island Ferry, saying that never a day went by that he didn’t 
think of her. He slid the Treasurer’s preliminary report towards the 
green-glowing desklamp and softly moaned. 

On his next walk with Clancy while fleeing a condominium dispute, 
one faction of which was spearheaded by his wife, the dog’s eyes 
pleaded as Jerry addressed the beautiful image lurking in the 
bluegreen gloaming above the first snowdrops to break bud that sopping 
spring. 

The breast was this time a peach-and-cream confection, stock 
still as the wind began throwing itself around the sky. 

But no amount of warning or of fierce concentration would free 
him, so he concluded “Your gumcracking Venus! Just...work harder! 
You’re lazy!” 

"Damn Fraud!" he excoriated himself while yanking the leash as 
he spun round. Clancy whimpered back to him, the wind slamming both 
their voices together. 

"Love your crooked neighbor, hey Clance?™ he queried the dog 
while removing his leash, the sound of the acrimonious meeting 
penetrating his walls from the nextdoor apartment of the eminent 
gynecologists Spirungold. "Actually she was built like a boy! 
Pipecleaner! Can you imagine? Me with my taste for the bulbous in 
that strangely opposite sex! That that little breast that haunts this 
middle-aged ass was hardly bigger than a boy’s! would you believe? 


I?71ll..-have to give in soon and see a shrink." Clancy scrabbled 
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away to his bowl of gaseous-smelling dogfood; the resigned Jerry, 
still bent over with leash in hand, noted Carla’s whining intonation 
from next door. “Qooops...she’s beginning to smell blood,” he 
whispered. 

Nearly a year later at Personnel’s sedate, candlelit retirement 
dinner for Dr Monagam and three others, held on a wintry, stinging- 
white night when most events were cancelled, the two men joked about 
computers while standing under a homemade banner attesting THE 
PIONEERS. 

"I didn’t know they’d get to run my whole life! How’ve you been 
doing with...Frost was it?" Jerry asked, knowing it was a mistake, 
that Dr Monagham would know he remembered the poet had been Auden. 

"Remember whatsherface, Joanne? Practically naked in that 
hospital!” Monogham elbowed, his face firing up with Scotch, his eyes 
like blue water. By this point in Jerry’s mental life, the breast 
had, of course, almost completely abstracted itself from that late 
afternoon in Jill Ann’s hospital room, but the whole cream and blue 
scene began assembling, even to the odors of the carnations. 

"No, can’t say I remember."--but why should the president play? 
Let the others play he chided himself. This bold thought propelled 
him to want to tell of the haunting breast, since he couldn’t, 
finally, submerge it the way he always had everything thing else 
internally disquieting. Besides, Monogham had already gotten to 
resemble, in The Town and Country’s flickering isle of candle glow 
against what had become an outside blackness, windswept and 


thrillingly cold, a benign priest behind the confessional grill. 
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But he could not so confide, especially as president: Discretion 
always had to be the other side of that coin. “Auden! | remember it 
was, something about all of our crooked hearts. Well I’ve met a few 
of them in the ensuing years. And Jill! uh, Jill Ann was the girl’s 
name.” 

In his mind he heard Monogham saying “Give us this day our daily 
breast, hey?" and he held his breath in the waxy smell, then released 
it in self-congratulation as candle flames bent horizonally when the 
draft carried the funereal smell of bouquets paid for by the various 
departments. 

He hadn’t seen a psychiatrist--too risky as he calmed the many 
Palace disturbances, forcing early retirements in the process. "I’m 
getting the young people ready. They must take responsibility 
earlier," he reported to the board. “They simply make too much money 
just to stand around and watch. This passivity becomes habitual, and 
when we do let them step forth they’re all but infantile. The chief 
leadership problem in this country is the prolonged wetnursing of its 
youth! And there also must be some, uh, more women,” he weighed in 
with an afterthought. 

But he finally did get his chance to tell someone. At a special 
seminar for the board and a few shareholders and an officer or two 
with facts and figures, at Blackwater Falls in West Virginia. He had 
trudged back to the lodge with a group after again witnessing the 
breast, this time adrift ghostly white through brownish fog in back of 


the dark, falling water. 
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Intoned the guide back then, a fuller-figured woman, “This whole 
valley was covered over, bridged actually, with thick thick 
rhododendrum. The Indians walked on top, and panthers...in the 
darkness black as a cave underneath...what? What do panthers do? 
Slither? Moved with no sound anybody could hear on top | would 
guess.” 

"Don’t fall in, that’s all,” quipped Rissley of Accounting. 

"In the primal, eeeeevil dark the panther’s eyes are fires of desire!” 
added ’Belly’ Lauder of Publications. 

Even though his shoulders mysteriously pained him terribly once 
back at the lodge, Jerry fetched his mini computer from his attache 
case and punched out a little piece of adding machine tape which he 
then left for conference coordinator Maureen Persky at the desk: WHATS 
BELLY DOING HERE? 

Turning round to resume his sunken way to dinner, he encountered 
his old mentor arriving and they left Pick’s bags to go for a walk. 

The obsession burst from him on a white oak bridge fairly 
swimming in moonlight. He walked to and fro through the vapors his 
frantic words had left. 

"Nearly two years. That long?" the seated Pick asked softly from 
a shadowy nest of worn-smooth clothes. “Well, now you’ve given it to 
pe you can forget it. It’s mild stuff, Mr President. Everybody has 
more demons than that. Things, uh, visit me...uh, even at my cae: 
Anyway, you can really get on to the job now. Without this...you can 
really get on with it. Get rid of even more deadwood at the plant! 


You got the guts for it. I can tell how wearing it’s been--even 
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without this floating...thing. Hey, I don’t know...” and here Jerry 
winced--people who sought to help him always managed to say too much-- 
"there’s a pain in what we do, much of it, a cost. We get married, 
we...work. Nobody gets off scot free. You seemed crazy to yourself 
but it’s just life." Pick lit a cigar just when clouds started past 
the moon. As the far sound of the falls washed into shuddering 
breezes astringent with pine, Jerry sat down next to him. The men 
remained some buffeted moments in warm silence. 

The moon reasserted itself brighter and larger and Jerry felt 
love for Pick, who immediately rose and started walking back to the 
lodge, his body looking bent and all but crushed by moonlight. The 
glow of the receding cigar tip reminded Jerry of some vague something 


but he never saw the breast again. 
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The Experiment 


She is given an entire life in four hours though programing 
with accelerated hormones, will die of lung cancer at equivilant 
thirty-one. 

I arrive, late, missing the birth and more, but get to 
observe her gangly first kiss. Sweet. The boy too. 

When she proved a whiz at math I applauded, the roboteacher 
waving clawfuls of A-papers, but then in college she wrote 
politically correct poetry, wretched by any standard, usually 
beginning something like 


The pigs decline 
to sniff the slime 


and ending in the wimpiest pseudo-intellectual “romance.” 
Your own aroma 
redolent of these 


thesis-innocent lovers 


intertwined like leaves 
of ancient,neglected vines. 


I wanted to scream: Stop wasting precious time on this 
blather! There are always modes. Think! Forget what all the 
asshole careerists say! Embrace yourself and your ideas! 

I guess she was a bit sexually slow, quarter hour or so 


anyway, and I couldn’t watch at first, uh...well I’m shy at any 
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rate, and the knowledge she would die in ten years...well, a 
couple of hours actually. 

I could sense he was a nice young man, though a bit 
macho-mouthy, and I started crying. I didn’t need that. 

My section leader laughed to the other ones about me and the 
lovers. “Such an old-fashioned display all round! Let me tell 
you I wouldn’t trade our drop-of-the-hat fucking for anything! 
Drop of the PANTS anyway!"--she always topped herself. 

I wasn’t required to watch our young woman die--though the 
muddy X-rays remain in my consciousness, slapped up for viewing 
too fast to really discern. The section leaders had ordered in 
beer and wanted to get to it; me, I couldn’t wait to dive back 
into my TV-Bowl. 

"You’ve seen pure science!" my section leader crowed 
as I left. 


Why is it always so unsatisfactory? 
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The Singing Wire 


Jerry found the toy in the old bureau just as the phone rang in 
the frozen attic, a Boy Bombardier Set with cross-haired scope, and 
wooden bomb the size of a penlight battery. 

"How nice to hear from you!" he told Ben. I hope you and Renata 
are cozy on this ferociously white evening. I’m up in the attic and 
it looks like a Christmas card down there on the street. Am I 
breaking up by the way?--little portable phone." The Boy Bombardier 

® 
toy in one hand, he held the phone in the other, its vibrating antenna 
forming and reforming a ghostly fan among the large wet flakes pasted 
on the window. 

"I can hear you fine,” Ben answered, “It’s a shame you can 
hear me." Instead of following up his puzzling remark, Ben shouted 
"Alone with all the memories in the attic, huh? I don’t know if 
that’s good or bad! Sorting out things, what to throw away what 
£O ss. .f 

"You got jit! I only started moving in my stuff a few hours ago 
but already I find I can’t live with the clutter Mom did. But, you 
were about to say something else...?" Silence from the other end as 
snow hissed through a cracked pane, topping a little pyramid on the 


sill. 
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Jerry wondered about the phone, shook it. "Ben?" he questioned. 
Red air darkened in the attic. 

"Whoa! Don’t shout. I’m here! Just had to find a way... 
tell you Jerry...uh, sit down on a stair or something and, yes, let’s 
do cease the small talk.” 

Jerry put the phone and the toy on a dusty cardboard box and then 
dropped a hand down a few inches behind him, bent at the knees to 
lower himself into a sitting postion on the threadbare oriental. He 
took his time: what could it be that he had not already heard ina 
lifetime of work? 

Ben waited for the exertion to stop, and then said "Sorry =toe 
be bearer of these tidings, especially since your mother has so 
recently... Anyway, Jerry, the short and dirty of it is you’re out. 
It’s just a question of when. Hirwatari Industries has taken over." 
Jerry’s racing heart made the reddish snowlight bloom colder. 

"Hirwa...never heard of..." he managed to whisper, his white 
shirt ballooning in a draft, floating in the inclined mirror atop’ the 
knobby-legged Victorian dresser--the drawer still thrusting out which 
had held the toy. 

"Yeah, Charlie Garrity sits on both boards, in Boston and in 
Kyoto--a real frequent flier. He tipped me. They’re mostly in Brazil 
and Argentina is why you never heard of them, and of course Japan. 
Chief lawyer, believe it or not, was one Hector Gozales from Rio. 
Anyway, Charlie said you should start bargaining now for pension. 

They promised to give you golden handshake but the amount of gold 


depends on you.” Outside, 
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more snow wheeled from out of a purpling sky, almost obscuring the 
streetlight. Sleet ticked against the old house. "Expect it to take 
a good long time the way the Japs bargain." Ben’s voice, quieter, 
seemed itself to tick. "They know we’re mostly in a hurry and they 
exploit that.” 

Jerry stared at his hand, scored from the rug. He managed to 
gather himself. "Well I, I don’t have to squeeze the last cent. My 
Jookie is well launched into his own career now and my ex is 
remarried. So I’m the old bachelor...middle-class-rich-- almost.” 

"I should be so fortunate,” laughed Ben, “still a few mouths to 
feed, and two in college you don’t hear from except for money! Hey 
I’ve been trying to extract from my own company for good and proper 
reasons. Golden handshake? I’11 take a brass one, anything! But, 
never mind me! Hey, you’1! do all right, but it’s still awful. Hell 
you only gave that company a life! That’s all. Is Jookie still the 
baseball player?” 

"I don’t think so. Can’t do that forever.” 

"Too bad. But anyway, Jerry...” Ben was trailing off at the 
other end until a stronger tone suddenly asserted “Hell in my company 
we’re only a quarter or so Japanese owned! And don’t believe these 
stories about these extraordinary Japanese managers. The firm runs on 
in the same incompentent way. 

The only difference is that we were actively incompetent under Harley 
Olchuff and now under the simplistic Ryo, so lately rammed into place, 
we are passively so.” Jerry was half-listening, trying to clamp the 


pain. A door banged somewhere in the drafty interior of the house. 
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"Listen to this, Jerry! I tried to sell Pecky Warren of Rich 
industries in Buffalo, and he told me to come back in three months 
"cause they were way over inventory? Well let me tell you about the 
soft way my Japanese supervisor treats what he regards as failure by 
repeating it: Way over inventory, ah yes. Way over inventory, ah yes. 
Then the last time he says it, for that particular day I mean, he 
laughs like it’s the greatest joke ever, you know?” 

Jerry hadn’t heard it all but offered "Inscrutable"-- 
his voices resonating with the raking sleet. 

"Inscrutable my ass! Just another way of grinding your balls. 
1’1l1 take old spastic Harley’s hopping and yelling and screaming 
anytime. Besides, everything is business is scrutable really. Too 
much so.” 

And later that odd form, scrutable, rasps Jerry’s mind amid the 
shuddering waves of slest and hail and snow, The little toy with its 
tiny wooden bomb still rests on the cardboard box, and Jerry can’t 
reconstruct, eyes jammed shut, whether the Japanese ships were 
depicted flatly on a sheet of cardboard or had been smal! wooden 
models. But when he opens his eyes, a tiny ship flickers, made 
three-dimensional by the threads of the old rug. It vanishes but has 
delighted him in his sadness, his childhood imagination returning 
somehow. He clicks on the brute of a floorlamp, and the sudden yellow 
light makes the attic look more ancient and mellow, more deep along 
its shadows, and smell more sharply cold. 

When he looks through the bombsight at the lamp, the lenses are 


gummy, the crosshairs inside fuzzy. He breathes on the lenses and 
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pulls out his his shirttail to wipe them . Snow splotching blue-black 
against the window, his shadow becomes an agitated monster when the 
tiny bomb suddenly falls to the floor. Jerry looks up to see the 
figure of a boy crossing the drifted street. He can hear faint 
crying, and holds his breath to listen, willing his huge shadow to 
stop vibrating. 

The snow under the streetlamp swings to became a vector 
connecting their pain, traveling each to each as if along a singing 
wire. 

Jerry turns the scope around, trying to see the diminutive figure 
against the snowrush. What looks back, haloed by fuzz, dotted by 
frozen tears, is his own young, gold face. He fumbles and drops the 
scope, and the boy is gone. Jerry’s heart seizes and then fairly 
bursts. Soon he’s punching numbers on the phone, his fingers speckled 
by sweat. Outside the plow rumbles by. 

"Be home!™ Jerry shouts. No rings are audible at the other end. 

But Jookie has heard his voice. "Dad? 1...I1 thought you were 
really tied up by Grandmom’s estate.” 

"Jookie!™ he cries in that old masters’ glow of the attic, the 
bureaus and tables and boxes suffused by dusty lamplight and appearing 
to swim inside their shadows, the sound of the snowplow receding to a 
whisper. “I don’t know how even to ask: but what can I do for you? 


Is there anything, Son? Is there anything?" 
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Stereo 


Well hello! Peasant look is it? Fetching! My goodness but 
you're about the complete opposite of Bernice. Tell me, what did 
she say--? 

You remain a persistant dark one. Speaking to me only with 
thine eyes--that it? She put you up to this. Anyway never mind. 
Come on over to the sofa and let me show you my stereo. Come on 
now. That's it. Perfect. You can lead a...gazelle to 
water...but you can't~-well at least not always. It's visual, 
my stereo. 

My right window looks down to the great big maha and 
V. I. P. parking lot where the longggggggg black Lincoln 
containing Mr. Vice-President Dailey is even now easing in--this 
being his hour to work. My left window overlooks the main 
parking lot giexd squalid brats presently congregate for the 
infamous tour. Glorious transparencies--we deal in. But when 


they look up here do not fear, for they see only huge black 


inclined windows reflecting their own baseness back. You can be 
alone with me. Avec moi! 

Ah ha I see by serendipitous stroke that our presentation 
book reposes on the coffee table. As I turn the richly 
five-colored pages you glimpse what Power Grid Seven, Public 
Relations for companies with energy concerns, can do for your 
firm. (You, uh, like it firm, I mean, your firm, don't you?) 

At any rate, at present--entre nous--we work on some particularly 
slick and nasty pro-nuke stuff which utterly zaps the crybabies 
in the eyes of John Q., plus we got a flexible lady working all 
the greasy legislative hallways. Big stakes game as I'm sure you 
know, Hon. | 

But I'm dying to know what Bernice said. Heard she's back 
with her husband, the more-than-upright Roger, and they plan to 
start all over in the wide Northwest or somewhere. Lots of trees 
and bunnies and the whole endangered bit? Might prove her...uh, 
latest tonic. But let's put this glossy book away, shall we? 
It's just for the briefest. I'11l customize any material for you 
and Tri-Con Electric and make damn sure you like it--you do like 
it don't you? 

But...premature question to be sure. At any rate I'll write 
you a virtual novel--and in a novel, one thing leads to another. 
I'm just a tease and you and Bernice know it and that's why the 


both of you figured out this silent treatment. A game, Dark 


Eyes. I love Love Games. I'1l get sincere when I die. 


Your...eyes like...ten thousand Black-Eyed Susans distilled in 


ten thousand sunsets! 
But life is hardly poetry...hell of a lot better in the next 
fifteen minutes or so, hey? Our secret will be how much we, uh, 


help each other. It's actually good business to do it. 


Dear Mr. Dailey: 

I thought that our conference Tuesday between myself and my 
client on our side of the table and you and Mr. Avery Lowell 
Templeton Esq. really staked out the initial ground for a quick 
and businesslike settlement of a situation which has been of such« ~~ 
traumatic--I do not use the word lightly--difficulty to my 
client. But alas Mr. Dailey, we ended on the wrong foot and thus 
this letter. 

If your side still wishes to debate in court--so be it. Our 
stand is clear and eminently proveable I assure you. It is that 
nothing whatever happened. My client did not as much as touch 


the person of the unfortunate young lady. 


I think your little breasts are as pretty as could be. 
Now don't junp so, and your bra's safe where it is. Please keep 
your head still! Nobody can see through my stereo, 


believe me. 


Oooops, now that WAS an accident, skirt caught in watchband 
or something. Wow! Raggedy Ann panties. Aren't you the ultimate 
cute! Bernice went for all the French lines if you catch my 
meaning. In everything, if you catch my meaning. But never mind 
cause I'm your Andy. Now don't squirm--at least not yet. Uhhhh, 
now you can! 

Uh, one other thing, Annie, you still don't have to talk, 
but my vanity does require another kind of response. It should 


come natural: action and reaction, yes. A law of physics! 


And my client is therefore totally innocent. Totally. But he 
nonetheless cannot face returning to the employ of Power Grid 
Seven. 

Let's be frank, Mr. Dailey, shall we? Your tirade at 
him in assertions regarding other alleged liasons, if these 
dangerously baseless accusations reached my client's wife, might 
conceivably put a quite firm and committed marriage beyond 
repair. 

May I suggest any late afternoon this week? Let us be 
forthcoming and clear above all, Mr. Dailey. The relevant papers 
will definitely be in my possession. We can just fill ina 


figure fair to all. 


Oh stereo-e-o-e-o, why oh why did my Love fly? And but why 


oh why does my w-armly satisfied and esthetically laid back self 
have to be irritated by schoolbrats hiving around a van in 
acne-hysteria? Forsooth, and shit! Tis my recent LOVE among 
them! Holy shit! And and and and flanked by mongoloids! 
Mongoloids! Let's let's let's get a closer look here, 
C-c-c-convict 11187. Holy living shit I'm right! Miss 
Olifant's School! Retards! 

Laid pipe into a retard! Maybe she couldn't talk. Holy 
living shit! Oh yeah and here flies up squad car. Murders and 
muggings they take an hour--but something INNOCENT as this--! 
That's it, point up here, goodly-screwed and asking for it 
retard. And oh yeah get righteous-eyed, bribe-taking cop. 

Well the door is locked until I talk to my attorney, Honeys all! 
Try and break it down, won't you? Only thing in this flimsy 
glass whorehouse that's built. 

Knowing the n-n-n-number by heart he dials. Answer! 
Murray, Landesman and Zona! How can there be firm justice if you 
don't? Hey! That's what I gave her! She couldn't talk 
but...why not drool out SOMEthing? 

Ah but all the while as the hot elevator ascends, comes a 
creamy BMW to a stop and oozing out like silk are long long legs 
oh Jesus! Sun hitting those legs oh mama! Like thousand little 
bits of g~-OLDEN butterfat! Choice! And a redhead! Walk, 


redhead! Oh Je-eeee-SUS! Had you only been on time, Red! 


Must've checked my brains: you're the exact kind of woman 


Bernice'd SEND! 


In point of fact, my client dismissed the unsupervised girl 
when she enticeingly entered his office. As you know, he has an 
unparalleled view of the parking lot and was completely aware 
that the van from Miss Olifant's School was parked there. 

Who can tell what happens in such a person's mind, Mr. 
Dailey? Perhaps she was hurt by my client's brusque, but warm, 
fatherliness. 

At any rate she concocted her fantasy and we naturally would 
not seek damages from that tragic corner. My client is a father 
himself and--note well please--truly admires the stance taken by 
the girl's father, a very high official of the Indian government. 
The girl has been returned to school there and no one in the 
family, repeat no one, will make a statement of any kind to 
anybody. If she were accountable, our side would welcome her 
words. 

The short of it, Sir, is that no case exists. Justifiably 
so since my client has done absolutely nothing. 

What has befallen this former seascout leader upon which a 
full dozen local groups and churches have depended for his 
sensitive writing skills--always given gratis--would give every 


working man and woman pause. 


In sum, Mr. Dailey, we wait. Reasonable men--you among 
them-built Power Grid Seven. Let us meet and shake hands all 
around. 

And now I am compelled by duty to say what I hope 
proves to be totally unnecessary: Should you decline our offer to 
again confer, we will embark on our course precipitously and 
surely. 

I pray that Power Grid Seven can be spared the publicity 


fallout which would inevitably ensue. 


Frank B. Ford 

Greene Street Artists 

5225 Greene Street 

Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
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The Visit 


As he tried to enter the building, wheelchairs hemmed him 


round, the women having swung them into his legs with 


unbelievable force. "I'm Claude Harrelson," he laughed while 
trying to extract. "My mother is Mrs Harrelson. On the seventh 
floor!" 


"Don't you try to fool me, Richard!" screamed one whose neck 
was horribly bent, the words bouncing from the pavement to meet 
ticking noises coming off her wheelchair’s underseat battery. 

“His own mother!" scorned a fat woman plopped in a handlebar 
number, her skewed wig of a red not seen in nature. Others 
echoed her, popping up in their aluminum, mostly manual, chairs. 
Claude nearly broke free, the rows of letter boxes and the 


security TVs of the lobby beckoning. 


"He was never funny until he married that bitch," sneered 
Crooked Neck, who had maneuvered behind him and now buckled his 
knees with a motorized thrust. 

"Excuse me ma’am. You don’t know who I married, if anyone." 
She had pinned his foot, and, as he ripped clear, the vehicle 
rolled slowly downhill, sparks and smoke flying from its hulking 
battery. The woman, able only to mutter as to his 
ungratefulness, couldn't stop the heavy chair, tilting now 
towards the chrysanthemum bed and threatening to deposit her on 
the sidewalk. Claude felt obliged to give chase down the 


insanely gradual pitch, past a blue mailbox and a standing harpy 


waving a letter who shrilled, "Millard! Look what I was doing! 
You can stop me now if you got the guts!" 

He got to the chair just as it snapped into some briars. 

It proved heavy to pull out and heavier to push back up the 
incline. Panting, Claude had leisure to discover that the woman 
at the mailbox had sunk to her knees and was wearing a floor 
length nightgown covered with rosettes. "It's too late now, she 
sobbed. "Everything is." 

Just as he was wedging Crooked Neck between two other 
wheelchairs, ("You ruined my chair, Bright Ass! How can I get 
upstairs for Bingo now?") he was also chastised by a white- 
jacketed doctor in a pencil moustache. Doors open on his BMW 


coupe from which Mozart slid across the buttery front seat, he 


had been counting out pills on the roof. "Life isn't the 


Keystone Kops my good young man. You have to be more careful." 


Shortly, the physician dispensed wrapped prescriptions from 
a basket--to hands greedy and blue waving above the wheelchairs. 
"Now now! Enough for everyone my darlings!" 

A black ambulance driver shaking a paper confronted Claude, 
requesting a clarification. "Fuckin Mrs Honderlee or some such? 
Look! Look!" 

"I’m just here to see my mother when I got trapped into this 
wacky mess," Claude still panted. "Give me a break!" 

The women, more emboldened by medication, shoved him into 
the driver who roared at Claude "Don't you fuckin shove me!" 
Claude found himself careening towards the doctor. And, in 
truth, could’ve stopped. 

The surprised physician cut his lip on the open door of his 
BMW, glasses clattering over the roof, counterpointing Mozart. 

The women shrieked louder than ever, a corkscrew humpback, 
declaring "He's no son of ours!" 

"You are insane as well as irresponsible!" the doctor 
hissed at the suddenly lunatic-grinning Claude, before fetching 
his glasses and wiping them methodically with a tissue. "And now 
will I hasten to cell-phone the police." 

"Why not the National Guard? You can probably hasten them 


just as well!" Claude squealed. 


The black driver shook his head. “Out of control, 
everything, and the young dude, he’s completely lost it. 
Oh yeah!" 

The woman from the mailbox had been crawling towards them 
on her knees, her nightgown pulling off her mottled shoulders. 


"It's too late now. It's all too late!" she wrenched. 
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Boss 


Exec 


Boss 


Exec 


Boss 


Exec 


Boss 


Exec 


Boss 


Exec 


Boss 


Exec 


The Photocopies 


I see. 

And the only way I could get a set was buy one. 

But it makes you complicit, and therefore me as your 
supervisor. Well, I'll have to confer with the lawyers, 


I suppose. These things here, though, are...more clinical 
than pornographic. 


Yes. Like something you'd see in a medical journal 


really. Bright, frontal, not much shadow. Quite, uh, 
stark. 


Shove the aesthetics! More about women than I want to 
know, I can assure you that! 


Of course, Sir. 


Well now what? 


Certainly a blanket reprimand wouldn't hurt, such as... 


Misusing the very most expensive state of the art 
equipment! for...how could they get themselves, uh, 
flatten, uh...? 


My source says that all the women held each other, uh, so 
that... 


Good Lord! When I think that a good part of our customer 
base is religous! If this got out! 


Their hearts were in the right place. 


Boss 


Exec 


Boss 


Exec 


Boss 


Exec 


Boss 


That's not what I'm confronted with. 


The sale benefits the volleyball league, by the way. 


WE supply the balls and nets I'm sure! 


They like a keg and spread afterwards. 


Are you trying to make a joke? 
Oh no Sir! God, Sir, no! 


I see. Well, that'll be all. 
to stare at these awful things 


I'm going to force myself 
and think. 
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"No Sexual Intercourse Aloud" 


It's a curious guilt, this being amused while knowing 
better. 

At first, I was part of the humoring process, concurred at 
least. I'll back up. For two or so hours a day I sit in a sunny 
alcove at a magnificent state library, all marble and aromatic 
oak, and full of musty, pleasant tradition (the library that is). 
There I commit research, the subject of which is interesting only 
to some one hundred experts, so-called, in the world. We meet 
annually and, as human nature would have it, develop solemn 
fellowship and dark hatred over trivialities--usually in some 
sin-bucket city where we manage to look bemused whilst terrified. 
New Orleans was the last for this hyper-stressed voyeurism. 

At any rate, the particular citizen I laughed at was 
meticulous, richly dressed, aglow in health, and unable to put 


the simplest thought directly. 


A typical verbal dance of his, and there were many...well, 
let him wend his torturous way as he speaks to the chief 
librarian, a man of some presence, not to say girth. "I need, uh, 
when a person who has the knowledge and facilities, uh? 
Is...asked?" 

"That would be help, information. Why I'm here." The chief 
librarian is a florid fellow and one, not surprisingly, of great 
appetite, who often was eating something or enjoying the memory 
of it--in any case he had looked the latter way that particular 
afternoon just before the approach by the fidgety, inarticulate 
one. 

And there they remain in intelligence, surrounded by rosy 
marble and comprising what the TV boys call a two-shot. But I 
should stick to the subject: "Of course. Where's my...uh, 
mind?"--he asks our librarian while fairly tapdancing along the 
marble floor, black shoes flashing. (Well I don't have it, thank 
the Lord! I think, seesawing on my own Nikes in front of the card 
index.) "Anyway, the one fellow... and the other?” he dances on, 
"Instrument involved. He. The first. Wooden. Though they're 
metal, uh, aluminum now...some. Not relevant to my...?" 

Finally standing still, he begins sweating, his profile a 
blue shimmer against the red marble. "Your question?" smiles the 
chief librarian, hands on ample hips, and lifting an eyebrow at 


me as if we two formed a compact of mild toleration against this 


vague and silly man. It's an idea I don't like--didn't like 
then. A good person, one with courage, will let no one assume he 
is uncritically going along. 

"But not at all levels," the uncertain man plods. "The 
highest...forbidden. Aluminum, that is." 

"Uh huh," nods the benign librarian, seeming to increase in 
girth in his rootedness as our befuddled man resumes circling 
through the dusty slants of sunlight, firing his asinine comments 
and questions from all angles. Aluminum indeed! Well, getting 
the actual query from him was as likely as digging bauxite from 
out of that marble floor and smelting it on the spot. 

"I see..." ponders the librarian, his British tweeds 
deepening in afternoon light--perhaps his beginning to "see" in 
the midst of the other's choreography being a mellow function of 
his few luncheon Heinikins rather than patient erudition. 

"After the striking of one, why then another, uh, of an 
opposite, uh, faction, has the obligation to to to to to..?" 

"To catch...a ball! It's baseball!" the fat librarian 
affirms. 

I'll spare you the five, scraping minutes, with the minor 
librarians, female all, going in and out of the stacks while 
shaking their gray heads, until their hearty chief extracts the 
final question: the career fielding average compiled by Babe 


Ruth. 


Hallelujah--a rare something the fat and florid librarian 
didn't know outright. He advised The Baseball Fact Book. 
Of course. 

The other performance I remember most, of a rainy, swirling 
afternoon when autumn leaves plastered the windows: 
"Structure... people living in...been Princeton president 
too...but but but a side...kick, SIDEKICK!...political... 
IMPORTANT!" he finally blurted--well most of his utterances could 
be classified as blurts but this was, in the words of archival 
TV's Ed Sullivan, a really big one. "Rank! Army!" 

At any rate, the question(?) eventually proved to be in 
reference to Colonel House, paramount advisor to Woodrow Wilson. 
I'll bet you came close to guessing that. (Strange such a game 
can prove addictive. Way of showing off? How smart we are in 
decoding confusions? I suppose, but what do I know?) 

"Well...we got there! Goodness!"--the first time I had 
heard the chief display any impatience, but for some reason 
strange young people had begun hiving around, dressed in the 
latest sexual fashions and rankly wet from the rain. 

Because I still held the recollection of his knowing glance 
at me during the Babe Ruth episode, I felt my guilt both renewed 
and amplified, for I sincerely desired the approval of this 
large, gregarious man ever since I had witnessed the impromptu 


party at the Ole New England Inne (actually an Italian 


restaurant, mostly). As I shaved a hunk of Vermont cheddar and 
sipped white zindfandel at the bar, he bestowed small gifts 
brought back from England after his yearly trip to buy clothes. 
To be truthful, I profoundly envied the warmth the waitresses and 
the bartender revealed towards him. Never, unfortunately, one of 
the boys, I nonetheless shared the raucousness at the vulgarity 
of a blown-up rubber woman he fetched from his sportscar at the 
last, and which held a tray for drinks atop giant breasts. This 
prize went to Shorty the delivery boy, a man of sixty. 

I laughed, as the expression goes, until I cried. 

But then wondered at my tears, as construction equipment 
gouged and roared nearby and my white wine vibrated in the glass, 
wondered what more there was to them. A loneliness wider and 
deeper than I had suspected. It had to be faced, of course. 

As you can see I know no reason to spare myself: in the 
pursuit of degrees and minor honors, I should have become a 
better human being. No excuses. 

At any rate I often marveled as to how he could be so 
educated and cultured and yet so daringly vulgar? And so warmly 
open! TI had observed him many times around the restaurant, 
huggy-kissy around the women, and like a ruddy locker room 
comrade around the men who, at least the ones rougher-edged, 
called him all sorts of whoremongers and faggots. (The 


restaurant attracted a wide clientele.) Anyway, the whole 


Italian-Colonial place brightened when he set a chubby foot 
inside, in his English shoes of course. 

And yet he remained a learned and cultured colleague in the 
sacrosanct confines of our library. Truly A Man For All Seasons. 
I am a stick, as I said, inward, shy nerd who, given the 
chance, is liable to say the wrong thing in mixed company, or the 
right thing at the wrong time. Or to say nothing when all look 

to me. 

Or, even worse yet, most often attempt to say nothing 
somewhat eloquently. Oh well. You know me I dare say. My name 
is legion, that lame legion of the perpetually half-fearful. 

I therefore could never be like my librarian in a scene I 
often picture: large red-checked napkin tied round his neck to 
shield his tweeds from the lasagna and from the oversized goblet 
of ferocious Chianti he gestures with, laughing with everyone. 

A little wine flings off the rim and hangs in vibrant air. (For 
some curious reason, too, those red drops reappear to me from 
time to time, by themselves, abstracted from the convivial 
scene.) 

But...I'm happy enough. What life offers most of, I have 
had. Now much of it is over, with my wife ill. It comes to us 
all at some point, the hand impossible to play. 

Anyway, the librarian had a perfectly lovely life, taking as 


it did from scholarship and Epicureanism and warm friends. 


Okay, you ask, when will you trot on the dark cloud? 

In a shipment of television tapes. As far as I knew, not a 
modern electron ran inside any instrument in the marble library-- 
old books and yellow index cards, and banker's lamps radiating 
dust down from cracked green shades. (Even the phones were those 
black prewar thumpers which could withstand a direct bomb hit.) 

Therefore had you popped in a few weeks ago after fifty 
years absence, you'd be pretty comfortable that nothing had 
changed, inhaling, ah, that venerable oaken fragrance. (But 
don't we need such places in the fury and slash of our quickening 
world? They must be defended.) 

"There's a mistake." My heroic librarian kept smiling at 
the wiry trucker who was methodically piling the boxes of tapes 
on the floor between them. 

"Nope. And I leave it all here whether you sign or not. 

It aint no skin off my nose. I do what they say. It's easier 
like that, believe me." 

The shame of it, and that's exactly the right word, is that 
this driver would never bring his son here, which I as small-d 
democrat lament~--and yet the place is a treasurehouse for all the 
world, let alone this city. I guess I'd have to fault the chief 
librarian’s public relations there. Oh there had been the 


occasional grammar school group herded in, but every citizen 


could have found something of value--even latent criminals anent 
the exhaustive law holdings. 

At any rate, if you're excluded from something, or feel you 
are--the same thing, no?--it's virtually the same as being a 
criminal anyway. But there I go being hyper-critical again-- 
trump card of the impotent. 

The cartons stayed unopened while he tried to get the 
library board to remove them, visiting each member at his and her 
place of business. But, no go, since the governor himself had 
decided. 

It seems that the silvery-sleaze media center of the capital 
had burned down--fast. (It had been named The Grafton Reece 
Center and was popularly known as Graft n' Grease). At any rate 
something called the MY MOTHER THE CAR FESTIVAL was rescheduled, 
instead, at our holy library! I felt the entire project had been 
conceived as a joke since I vaguely remembered the TV show as a 
weak one, but intense young careerists with bottle-bottom glasses 
had mobilized behind it. And they found little that was funny. 

My last gastronomical view of the librarian was his snapping 
something to his favorite waitress, whom he called Beatrice, as 
to the quality of his veal parmigiana: "Metallic cheese!" he 
sneered--so unlike him. Yet...he was right. The standards at 
our favorite restaurant were slipping, as soggy crackers on the 


bar testified. 


Around this time, too, Cross Punks appeared with their hair, 
their walkmans and loose muscles. As you know--and know--from 
tabloid television, the boys dress as girls and vice versa--as 
if anyone could tell. I believe they did all of the setting up 
of the VCRS that the state, in the person of a demanding young 
woman, had delivered in a jumble of machines and cables. 

The grayheaded librarians would have nothing to do with her-- 
technology and those connected to it smacking of a kind of sin. 

Presumably the Cross Punks checked out the tapes from the 
old show and watched them--such activity comprising the 
"festival"-- actually they watched the pornographic ones they had 
carried in. 

I had no trouble with their playing with sexuality. (After 
all, we had already gotten better acquainted in recent nights, my 
watching them on latenight talk shows after my wife had lapsed 
into fitful sleep.) Kids...that's all. They'd assume the role 
society expected of them sooner or later. Right now they could 
flaunt their hatred for the uptight rest of us. To tell the 
truth, the violence associated with their "movement" bothered me 
more. It always does, but it's always manifesting itself, and in 
all eras. In Sam Johnson's London, as an example, delinquents 
labelling themselves Mohawks would thump the bejesus out of any 


stragglers between taverns. 


The chief librarian had done his best to give some class to 
the My Mother the Car Festival, flanking the circulation desk 
with posters executed by a leading Japanese graphic artist 
showing a ghostly black-and-white collage of mothers of all 
races, along with foreground autos, mostly Ferraris of a 
walloping red. The kids giggled at the posters the same way they 
giggled at the confused questioner when he went into one of his 
vague dances. As a matter of fact, it was they who witnessed the 
one concerning Woodrow Wilson's Colonel House their very first 
day on board. 

Oh well--fools of the old and new orders. 

The vague man took to lodging in an empty alcove and 
muttering out the window at construction materials being unloaded 
across the narrow street. I joined him to see where a hole in 
the ground attested to the departure of THE INSTITUTE FOR THE 
NEW...whatever. Only a portion of the old sign stuck up from the 
dumpster. When they uncrated a greenish gold statue of Delilah 
cutting Samson's hair, I deduced we were in for another S & D 
Healthclub. My great leap forward in reasoning was followed by 
the huffing up of the chief librarian and the whole tribe of 
acned crossdressers carrying VCRS and monitors. "They have to 
come in here!" he all but screamed. We didn't inquire as to why, 
hearing the sobs of an assistant librarian retching out somewhere 


in the middle bowels of the building. 
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We settled ourselves at a desk across from the kids and they 
ran a tape which popped up on the largest monitor. It showed 
what I took to be a French sailor. He wore a top of horizontal 
red stripes and bell bottom pants, and everything about him was 
sunken, his chest, the hollows of his cheeks and eyes. Was he 
ill, addict, what? Then a Brunhilde rushed in and tore down the 
velcro front of those trousers and, of course, the extraordinary 
sprung forth, explaining the spavined look: all the energy had 
drained down into the thing. 

IT MADE HIM AN INTERNATIONAL STAR! crowed the whiskey voice 
of former blond leading man Ty Merrick. Thousands went in the 
training of that voice, ravaged but still resonant even in that 
marble with its horrible acoustics, where you couldn't hear the 
person beside you at times--a fortunate case now, since my bleary 
desk partner launched into a Panglossian movie review, decrying 
the poor lighting would you believe? Ty's voice kept repeating 
as did the whole fantastic vignette--the kids had spliced the 
business into a loop. (Shouldn't our own stupid acts be depicted 
thus?--the repetition would help us discover ourselves.) 

Suddenly all the construction guys across the street 
shrieked and cheered at once, somehow catching a ghost image 
reflected back off the glass of a dusty print of Robert Fulton's 


steamboat on the wall above our heads. 
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The kids turned the monitor around for them while putting 
hands into each other's blouses and pants for our benefit, one 
young person staring and staring at me. The only look I've ever 
seen as absolutely empty, both neutral and terrifying. 

The construction boys continued leaping up and down like 
loose electrons and I began encountering a monster headache. 

This is when I, shy as I am, complained, and the entire 
"festival" was again moved, this time to the basement, and 
therefore I and the other resident bookworms didn't have to bear 
the ambivalent young anymore, nor hear the cheers of the 
construction workers. 

We didn't miss either; we worked on, our own small nonsense 
a barricade against the world, I suppose. 

Meanwhile the staff lurched into a public relations mode. 
This policy was instituted one bright afternoon by the chief 
librarian upon the advice of a local politician who promised to 
intercede with the governor--insinuating that the librarian could 
perhaps do something for him someday. He also advised him there 
would be more clout if the library became more visible, and that 
he'd therefore have to train his staff to greet the bound-to- 
widen public with some human warmth. 

My first intimation of profound change was a circle of the 
gray librarians surrounding what looked like a huge, flourescent 


lime. This latter proved to be the sartorial version of the 
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politician's advice in the person of the chief librarian in a 
green leisure suit, which looked like its cutter had employed a 
machete. His pep talk lifted the other librarians off reserve 
and they positively radiated towards any request, later that 
afternoon hedging in the vague man, who more brightly 
jitterbugged in their collective regard. His subject...well they 
never found out since smoke flew up the semi-circular stairwells, 
packing the angled sunbeams, and we all observed the chief streak 
greenly past. 

Upon return he burst "Practically a marijuana bonfire down 
there! But that's not the worst of it. Oh no!" Spastically 
fetching a piece of poster board and a black magic marker from 
beneath the main circulation desk, he made a sign reading 

NO SEXUAL INTERCOURSE ALOUD 

When he was taping it up over one of the now-straggly My 
Mother the Car posters, I had to approach him. I knew he meant 
allowed and not aloud, and puzzled how such a literate man, 
however distraught, could make this mistake. The worst thing was 
that, try as I might, I could not make him comprehend, and thus 
the sign remained. I did hastily persuade him--it was thank 
goodness closing time--to join me for a drink at our restaurant. 

Which was gone. We picked our way atop a steaming heap 
to a bulldozer parked with its nose up. A whipping banner 


attached to it boasted S & D WEST WILL SOON JOIN S & D EAST! 
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"No one told me. Why would no one tell me?" he repeatedly 
whispered, stumbling through the autumnal vapors of his own 
voice, the leisure suit taking on a bronze patina in the smoky 
light. 

"A hellish circle this," I sighed, knowing his love for 
Dante. 

I stayed away from the library for a couple of days and then 
one late morning while I was serving my wife her herbal tea laced 
with a little cognac, in bounded my friend on her mini TV. He 
still hadn't jettisoned the leisure suit which took on an 
unearthly green glow, or rather pulse, fitting CONFRONT!!’s angry 
ambient. 

Gary Withers, in that damning phrase, a local broadcast 
celebrity, began by taunting him, "I understand you're trying to 
throw young people out of that fancy library of yours." 

"We are open to all persons, all subjects, all research, all 
knowledge, but I don't have enough room for the material I--" 

Gary Withers interrupted him. "So many shows from that 
whole dumb era and you choose Car Mother! Why not Peter Gunn? 

At least there'd be decent music!" 

But my friend could not be turned from his hucksterism: 

".. happy to see many more people, every man woman and child of 
the community...the library is our collective pride. 


International reputation!" (What the appeal realized the 
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following week was a trio of old maid retired schoolteachers, all 
blue hair and bounce: "We didn't know this place exISTed!") 

Gary Wither's other guest was a newly self-ordained 
"Activist of Disgust." "What you doin' down there, man? We gonna 
open it to the people! Go down there and piss on the floors. 
Wake yo'ass up!" 

I could feel the chief librarian's heart seizing under that 
stupid suit. "Can't say piss and ass over the airwaves," smirked 
Gary Withers. 

In the only lucky break I can remember from this whole time, 
the next week a chartered bus took the activist's group to the 
wrong institution, and they made their odoriferous statement at 
The Transportation Hall of Fame. 

In the ensuing weeks the vague man took to hiding in the 
stacks. I think it was because the youngsters had taken a 
perverse interest in him, often performing little comedic 
scenarios imitating him and the chief librarian--both of whom 
they depicted as surrealistically hyper and hopelessly confused. 

The appearance of Buster Nevers, though, brought him out 
from the stacks. It all but overwhelmed me too. Bustex, a few 
years past his retirement from the National Football League, 
established a massive presence in the lobby of the library, his 
own color and beige Italian suit blending so magnificently with 


the rose-colored marble as to make the rest of us uncomfortable. 
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But he, too, became quickly agitated when the vague man commenced 
asking him his oddly slanted questions, beginning, "He kicked it 
and caught it! Another sport. Not football--" and on and on... 

"Tl don't have the least idea what you're saying! No clue, 
man!" Buster ultimately roared, and our old dithery friend turned 
on his heel and walked out the door forever, sucked into 
blinding, mercury noon. 

"Welcome to Blitz Day!" announced Buster Nevers when he had 
gotten himself back together. The librarians huddled around, the 
chief still in the green leisure suit, alas much looser, the 
right breast featuring the sheen of tomato sauce that had 
probably come from a gobbled meatball sandwich after the 
television show. 

Buster had a dual charge from the governor, to move kids and 
equipment to a new library opening in a shopping center, and to 
introduce a bar code system into the circulation process. 

"Hello. How are you?" he observed the niceties several 
times as each kid departed, holding equipment under one arm and 
squeezing genitals with the other hand. "Now would your mother 
approve of that?" scolded Buster finally, which led to greater 
excesses and some hyperbolic grunts. 

"Well thank God that's over," sighed Buster as the last girl 


(?) turned round darkly from the brilliant doorway to give us the 
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finger. "If a kid of mine...!" and he slammed an enormous fist 
into his looseleaf notebook. "But back to business..." 

I couldn't help thinking that the knot of them resembled the 
scene when these same gray librarians surrounded the chief as he 
introduced his now-rusting green leisure suit to the literate 
public. But this time the confidence from the brown center of 
the group was fairly stinging the air: "Tomorrow we bring in the 
machines; today we learn three key words! That's all." I can't 
remember the words now, and they couldn't learn them then. 

After a half hour, Buster turned to me as I pretended to 
browse through a drawer randomly extracted from the card index. 
"Am I a bad guy? Do I look like a bad guy to you?" TI shook my 
head as the assembled librarians glazed. "Walls! I got walls 
here! Wellllll...we'll write it down!" He yanked a pencil from 
an inside pocket but it snapped in his hammy hand. All the 
librarians shrieked at once, bouncing echos about the marble 
lobby. "Whoa! I got another! Save the upsets for the big 
things. Please!" He handed another pencil to the oldest 
librarian, a lady as crushed and sunken as had been the French 
sailor, but with no latent potency of any kind. 

He instructed her to write the number one on the reverse 
side of a Mother the Car poster, but she looked back with such 
fright that he gently transferred the pencil to the chief 


librarian. "Sir! Don't let us down in this! Unnnnnnn-LESS it's 
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some sort of joke? Did Lukey Maxwell out of the Cultural Affairs 
Office...?" 

Our chief librarian held the pencil fiercely posed. "Well, 
never mind then. Do you suppose that you could make the number, 
the Roman numeral, even, one?" The chief librarian emitted a 
sort of high-pitched mewing sound and attacked the poster with 
the pencil but...I don't know quite how to say this...couldn't 
bring the point in contact with it in order to write, instead 
slapped the pencil sideways again and again, the flat of the 
instrument that is, against the cardboard. It sickened me, has 
since, and even as brusque as he was, Buster Nevers found tears 
in his eyes. 

Chief turned to me, his face as loose as his green suit, and 
thrust the pencil towards his baggy throat. "Inside...press up! 
Up! Jam! Hard! Mur--murder! What?" 

"You're angry. Hurt. It's been...too much." I softly took 
the pencil. 

"Yeah?" shouted the alarmingly reassertive Buster Nevers. 
"Well it's all too much for me!" 

As he stomped out I found the chief librarian practically in 
my armpit. "Crap TV," he began, "bar code shit...horror kids!" 

"Yes." 

"Where friends? Restaurant? Why? Presents. England! 


England!"--his face ashen. 
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"That was grave. How they could sell out to developers with 


nary a word to you, I... 

"And scum politics, ugh!" he shuddered. 

"Not a place for you or me. Not that we're pure--but 
relatively we certainly are! Naive for sure. We can't envision 
the greasy wheels within wheels--don't have a clue." 

"My beautiful beautiful library and then then then smoking 
g-g-grass." 

"Terrible." 

"Pucking!" The other librarians departed. 

"T...don't know," I touched him. "You get comfortable and 
then the bills come in, and the dues must always be paid 
eventually. Anybody happy can't be left that way I suppose. 

Not for long anyway." 

"Books?" 

"Yes? Books?" 

"No more," he sobbed, grabbing my arm, his eyes skidding 
beyond terror, the two of us foregrounding the whorling grain of 
an ancient cabinet. "No more books. There'll be no! Nowhere!" 

His face went fish-belly white and seemed to be melting 


downward. 


"Oh there'll be one or two left," I encouraged. 
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Frank B. Ford 

GREENE STREET ARTISTS' BUILDING 
5225 Greene Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
(215) 848-7345 


The Present 


"Vot a lucky boy! The birthday boy!" 

"You never mind who's a lucky boy or who's not a lucky boy!" 
his grandfather informed the old man. He wondered how this 
tattered bum knew about his birthday. Then his grandfather 
announced: "This is who Gramps told you about! My present!" 
immediately beating the other man around the head and shoulders. 
"You too!" he screamed. "Smack him good!" 

The boy whaled away, but only could reach midway up the 
black overcoat, which gave like dry grass, coming unbuttoned as 
he pounded. He scraped across a greenish brass beltbuckle and 
quit. The grandfather persisted until out of breath, then stuck 
a ten dollar bill in the other old man's overcoat pocket. 

With the boy watching from the window, the old man staggered 
down the porch stairs, pausing at the brilliant sidewalk to 


extract the money. The pocket came out with the bill, slowly 


disintegrating into a purple dust as the old man squinted. 

Meanwhile the chortling and puffing Gramps was dancing, 
reliving in exaggerated form some of his punches. 

"Grandfather, will there always be Nazis?" 

"Yes!" Gramps windmilled, scarlet, "and always us here to 
bop them good!" He stopped, to place a bony hand on his 
shoulder. "But look," he panted, noticing the few dots of blood 
on the boy's frail knuckles, "let's patch that up. You know your 


father and mother." 


Frank B. Ford 

GREENE STREET ARTISTS' BUILDING 
5225 Greene Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
(215) 848-7385 


Two Documents 


Well, Diary, these are the human problems. 

H. became very nervous about her daughter's Holy Communion 
dress, it not being white enough, the dressmaker passing off more 
of a kind of cream color, she felt. So she snapped at L. over a 
bit of bookkeeping, something L. had always done that way. 

L. cried, and then Uncle Peacemaker entered the woeful! scene. 

My door open a few inches, I'm viewing them now in the outer 
office, backlit and looking ethereal and altogether lovely in the 
green light of this Spring afternoon. Ah now! H. is opening the 
box and showing the dress, and L. assures her that it is quite 
quite white indeed!--while pouring another cup of tea for both. 

The glowing steam wreathing round them makes me think that 
life itself is beautiful, however troublesome, at imes: our 
duty. Well, once a romantic... 

At any rate, business! I'll let the ladies talk all the 


more, writing my letter by hand instead of dictating to H. 


Dear Dr. G., 


Perhaps you would honor us with 
another visit. With all 
respect, I believe the gas to 
be too slow--I'm not a chemist 
but suspect the concentration 
too minimal--or just a faulty 
batch(?) Please phone to make 
an appointment. (I write you 
by hand because my ladies are 
just now healing a tiff, and I 
choose not to interrupt.) Ah 
the human aspects of our work! 


Frank B. Ford 

Greene Street Artists 

5225 Greene Street 

Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 

phone (215) 848-7385; email vegt@netaxs.com 


Newsy 


"Well, we wanted to avoid the mistakes of Bi, Nevada." 

Speaking is Alice, formerly Albert of Service-Now, the 
national a/c repair franchise, and presently full-time mayor of 
Birdsong, a lake community in central Maine. Continuing: "Anyone 
is welcome to move in, but all so far are changers." 

The mayor's husband, Otis, Odelle in the past, complains of 
her time spent away from home, adding. "Roads, schools, parks, 
taxes--paradise still gotta be run!" 

"I knew him when," Alice laughs, "and he's as blunt 


as she was." 


Frank B. Ford 

GREENE STREET ARTISTS! BUILDING 
5225 Greene Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
(215) 848-7385 


Chapters 1 and 2 


The final disgust of the evening: he shows how his head is 
fastened with velcro straps. 


She rips it off his shoulders and locks herself in the 
bathroom, performing indignities. 


Frank B. Ford 

GREENE STREET ARTISTS' BUILDING 
5225 Greene Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
(215) 848-7385 


Leftys 


Rhonda Crabshaw ranked as the last to confide in, and in the 
blue fluorescence shot off by the Pepsi machine, she looked even 
more threatening. That brow! thought Larkie, it's like a 
balcony. But he had to seize the moment, even to admitting his 
shyness "...so I just wanted to ask your advice, see, because, 
well the women are forever teasing me, and with all the overtime 
lately, the only ones I meet are on the force, but I'm reluctant 
to ask any of them out in case they really do think I'm some kind 
of nerd." 

Officer Crabshaw picked up a clipboard and seemed to be 
reading the solution to Larkie's dilemma off it, her forehead 
even more massive under the boyish haircut. "If they think 
you're a nerd, then it's their problem. Anyway, just don't 
bother with them--not enough time. You're twenty six or so, 


right, Larkie? Wasted too much of your life being nice. Somehow 
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got to start accelerating. Ac-cel-er-a-TING!" she drummed the 
Clipboard with a pencil, and then abruptly ceased, shrugging 
"I'll...give you the course. But no tell!"--drawing a rough 
finger over his lips, she laughed alarmingly. "On second 
thought, go ahead and tell if you want! I don't know what 
reputation I've got left and I simply don't care. What am I here 
for? To be a police officer, right? One of Miami's Finest! My 
personal life is personal." 

"Well I wouldn't ever," Larkie started reassuring her but 
leaked steam rapidly. "Uh, if...you decided to...uh, 
ultimately..." Then he became convinced that Rhonda was aping 
the familiar, distressing pattern: "Uh huh! You're...kidding me 
too, Rhonda, am I right?" 

"Nope. Never! Uh uh. No-oh-way. Nein. Nada. And 
negative in whatever language I'll have to take to qualify for my 
Master's in Criminal Justice--if I got that last word right. 

I don't kid; you'll find that out." Her gray eyes held twin, 
somber Larkies. 

"But I thought you were...locked up with some dentist." 

"And safe therefore? Shut up for now, Larkie!" She began 
smashing at the Pepsi machine with an open palm. "I thought 
before this that you were even too shy to talk, and now you're 
suddenly Officer Gabby. Anyway, that dentist knows gum disease 


but not how a woman feels." She rocked the machine, repeating 


the sentiment. "Tell me to stop, Larkie!" she finally breathed, 
hoarsely. "It's only a stupid device...and not a dentist. For 
one, it's better looking. And I've only lost half a dollar and 
not a significant portion of my only life." She bounced back 
from the rocking machine with a smile of vengeful glee. 
"Ooooops! Well I guess I'm on the rebound, hey? Do you know 
what that means?" 

"Uh. No." 

"It means, my bashful one, that I'll be twice as good to you 
and twice as intense." In the icy emanations from all the snack 
machines her eyes took on the color of mercury. "Well! Judging 
by your look you got more than you bargained for. Wanted 
sisterly advice and ended up with a real woman instead! Your 
lucky day!" 

Me and the poor dentist, sssss-scarred bodies by the 
wayside! I gave her my heart but she wanted my soul, he mouths 
the words of a country-western song. Actually my body!--I think 
that's what this is called, what's left of it. Larkie, in 
departmental trousers with powder blue Cuban shirt, sits on a 
bench at Dinner Key, half-watching the sailboats tie up. 

A phone rings in the marina office, recalling the one 
message on the machine laying among scattered, boxes in his 


Coconut Grove apartment: "Come on back. There are things I can 


change. I've thought extensively about all of this." 

An old boat groans into its berth. "Everything aches," 
Larkie whispers, "body and soul hangover." Out on Biscayne Bay, 
a sail dazzles against humpbacked clouds, which are dark and yet 
brilliantly outlined. The sail, too, goes black though its edge 
remains sunlit. Larkie senses fire scouring his very bones. 

Knees stuck straight out, a blond young man careens past on 
a too-small bicycle. Suddenly he slips off backwards, lifting it 
above his head, wheels spinning. It's a folding model, and a 
quizzical attempt ensues to break it down to carrying size--which 
act Larkie must tune out, a pitch for attention from this 
apparent incompetent in droopy white shorts. After a few 
minutes, the sound of the bike being thrown into a shrub 
nearly coincides with the young man thrusting himself backwards 
onto the bench, enormously sighing. "Keep it simple, right?" 

"If you can," Larkie shrugs. 

"I can. Believe me." 

"Then you're lucky I suppose." 

"Hope so. Say! You're in blue and I'm completely blue, and 
so why not be that way together?" 

"I wouldn't even know where to start with that kind of 
deranged thinking!" sneers Larkie. "In the first place, I do 


believe I come from another sexual direction." 


"Don't even try to start. With my deranged thinking, I 
mean. Don't you even try! In the meantime, while you're not 
trying, I'll just sit here like a little lamb-y-kin--very short 
and very funny." The blond young man turns his knees and elbows 
inward, so as to diminish his size. "And if I feel any more 
lost, why then I'll ask you for sexual directions." 

"You will huh? Did you get your highschool's award for 
chutzpah?" 

"Just...shyly...wait. Uh, at your discretion." 

"It's a free bench--unfortunately." Larkie shuts his eyes 
against the intruder. 

"I'm WAIT-ing!" the young man eventually sings. 

"Still here?" asks Larkie. "Then I'm to do something, huh? 
Is that it? Well, not bloody likely! I just came off an episode 
where I did things. Boy did I! May be better off not to even 
think for awhile." 

"I know what you mean, and I have no trouble at all in that 
pursuit--or lack of pursuit. So...here we sit, and when you sit, 
you can't chase anyone, can you? Or any idea either. I'm not 
moving. How about you?--outside of your shaking on account of 
those nasty ole memories I mean." He wiggles closer to Larkie, 


smiling broadly, as if primed to explode into teasing laughter. 


"Don't you mean it's my move? I get that strong 
implication. Perhaps it was the sly wink--the cheapest trick in 
this silly seduction game you're absolutely wasting on me. 

And don't crowd!"--Larkie inches away. 

"It is and it isn't your move. And, golly gee, if I winked 
I didn't even know it--maybe it's just squinting from that damn 
sun coming out! I like cloudy days--more mysterious. Easier on 
the wrinkles too. And, say, you yourself are not above a little 
teasing either, are you? In your capital-B, butch 
heterosexuality?" 

"It is and it isn't," Larkie repeats his benchmate's words. 
"Like everything else, I'd say. And butch, huh? I sometimes 
wonder if I was Butch or Bambi in my last...demolition derby, but 
why on earth am I telling...?" 

"Because I'm open and warm. Mhhhh!" the young man briefly 
embraces himself with enough force to rock the bench. 

"Hadn't noticed. Aggressive is more to the point, I think." 

"Excuse me for saying so, but you think too much." 

"I do excuse you because you're right." 

"Oh I wouldn't want to make that a habit! Although a little 
wouldn't hurt in my case. My wrongness index is way way up 
there. Typical fate of the dumb blond with, ah hem, innocent 
blue eyes." 


"I'll buy the blue part," snaps Larkie. 


"Hmmmmm? I'm not sure that'll be enough. See me wondering? 
I'm WONDER-ing!"--again he breaks into song. 

"Oh? Still in need of guidance?" 

"You could say that. Or direction." 

"Good! Then how about you go that way?" Larkie points 
brusquely towards the Chart House Restaurant. "And pick up some 
lonely businessman on Master Card. You get a lobster and give 
your all, and I get to stay here and continue sulking--without 
interference, or songs and dances with and without bicycles. 
Listen! If it were another time and place--and dimension--and we 
were two different people of the opposite sex...?" 

"Nope. Can't just split like that. For one thing, I've 
probably been sent to be a whatchacallit, medium, to relieve all 
your tedious anxieties, and for another, we've known each other 
too long, wouldn't you say?" 

"No! What else can I say?" 

"Anything you please." 

"Then let me say that I...gave her my heart and she... 
ate the fuckin thing! Then started on my soul for dessert." 

"Past tense!" He smilingly claps his hands as if to dismiss 
Larkie's gloom. "Past tense!" 

"Again, yes and no." 

"Feeling ambivalent then?" 


"Not in your sense I'm not. Sorry." 


"Don't worry. I don't want anyone's soul. My own's enough 
of a mess. Good gosh if I could see it I'd drop dead!" The 
blond young man sinks his head to his chest and pretends to die, 


twitchingly. 


"Who wouldn't? And snap up! Don't want anyone to think I'm 
sitting here with a cokehead or someone. It's bad enough. 
But...why...am I enjoying myself with the likes of you?--at least 
somewhat. And telling you things too? It's crazy. I never tell 
anybody anything!--at least I won't ever again, not after 
confiding in...someone, and barely living to tell the tale. 

God just listen to me whine!" Larkie slaps his forehead. 

"So whine a little! Who are you not to? Which of these 
yachts is yours by the bye?" 

"No such luck as I know you know--always deflecting the 
real, aren't you? Anyway, I guess I'm just going crazy. I can | 
only hope that I'm imagining you! Especially that...eye shadow 
or whatever it is. Just how weird are you, exactly?--not that 
it's any of my business." 

"I am an all-natural product! You can take me anywhere. 

And I'm sincere!" 

"You fake it well, saying what you think I want to hear: 
your strong suit I'd guess." 

"If you cut me will I not bleed? And did you know a snake 


has two penises?" 


"Oh? How does he throw out a line in Coconut Grove?" muses 
Larkie. "Excuse me Bridget, excuse me Bo." 

"Oh there are all kinds of ways! And I know the places 
where you see them all, believe me!" The young man nods quickly, 
continues nodding in a slower and slower rhythm, his bright hair 
rising and falling, then he stonily stops. 

"Don't you think you give things a tad too much drama?--if 
that's what that is. But, I'm...maybe one tenth of one percent 
intrigued about hearing of these alleged places where one sees 
everything--at least I think that's what this is." 

"Don't worry. Just an emotion, I have them all the time-- 
you can't always name them." 

"I bet you do have them all the time, to the exclusion of 
everything else." lLarkie shakes his head while his benchmate 
shrugs. 

"What else is there? Don't answer. You know, you amuse me 
more than friends I've had for years? Mr Man-All-In-Blue whose 
answers are conventional but whose heart's a bit wilder, I'm 
guessing." He dons his most burnished-looking smile as cloud 
shadows race over them. 

"Well I'm glad to be good for something," Larkie chuckles, 
"such a wild heart in a square world is me! Give me a break, 


you...you sub-literary fraud!" The quick breeze rills their 


hair, swirling candy wrappers, rocking the sailboats in their 
berths. 

"It's called Leftys, the place I'd like to show you?--no 
apostrophe. On North Beach. Gee it's a lovely wind now, isn't 
it? Just...lifting everything, hey?" 

"Nothing. Nada." lLarkie shakes his head. 

"Well, that's a start." 

"God but you're a persevering...faggot!" 

"Oh please! I hate that word persevering. Oooops, watch 
it! Caught you really laughing. He's LAUGH-ing!" repeatedly 
sings the young man, ranging from bass to soprano. Hopping off 
the bench, he's soon down to one knee, gies blond in a shaft of 
sunlight. 

O De sun Shine East 
De sun shine West 
O my dat sun 

He a terrible pest! 

"Not as bad as you! And Al Jolson is long long dead," 
giggles Larkie. 

We ALLLLLL'S gonna be! 
And that there's gotta be 
My only guarantee! 


"You'd try to manipulate God himself!" Larkie bursts. 
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The young man rises to hitch up his shorts and studiously 


brush his knee. "As long as we all understand each other." 
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Amerika by M. 


Times melt together. There were lights but I puzzled as to 
whether they were of the Christmas variety. Santa appeared, a 
reassuring spectacle, but then a huge bunny catapulted through 
scattering candy eggs, a Pilgrim fired a musket, and a turkey 
cartwheeled, shrieking. Goofy, Minnie, and Mickey entered in all 
the descending smoke, singing Auld Lang Syne. At that point I 
just wanted a nap, but Santa blocked the exit and he and the 
Easter Bunny grabbed me--with, shortly, Mickey and Minnie getting 
my pants down. Then Goofy sneered "You're gonna get the holiday 
spirit one way or the other!" 

Others have loved Goofy but I did not. And I do believe the 
others became ashamed, hysterically laughing and punching each 


other to cover it. 
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The Search For Love 


"I think that's my husband's arm! And that's his Ralph 


Lauren shirt too!" The arm, opposed by many others in the 
Same open window, was trying to gather in a banner hanging 
outside a bus. 

"Well he's out of uniform, and they're just pouring 
beer on it is all," laughed the young official in charge of 
the wives congregated in the field set aside for parking, a 
good two hundred yards from the bus. Now he pressed a 
buttery finger into his nipple to bring the Izod alligator 
onstage. She knew, of course, that crass people often 
attempted to soften their brutality with designer-label 
clothes. Swearing drifted to them from the bus as the men 
Still grappled at the banner in expiring sunlight, their 
arms broiling out of the far-away window. "Goodness," she 
sighed. 

"Not what's on their minds. At any rate he must be 


new, your husband, or he wouldn't worry so about what that 
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foolish banner says." 

"They're not his type, the other fellows. I'm beginning 
to think it's an awful mistake." 

The revolt of her husband quelled or rather drenched, 
all the arms had pulled in from the window which snapped 
shut as, simultaneously, the disputed banner rolled down, 
announcing ASSHOLES. Pink-filled clouds reflected in the 
windows above. 

The young executive shrugged at her lifted eyebrow. 
"It's what they wanted to call their club themselves. It 
doesn't mean anything." He showed her the travel voucher on 
his clipboard with the name of the club written in. "This 
way they get the group rate." 

"Is is too late to--?" 

"He'll be fine. Hey they kill ten cases to the airport, 
and then it's all singing and hugging when we pour them on 
the plane, bankers and janitors a democracy of drunks." 

"Oh I don't know...what with the AIDS and everything.” 
"They'll be safer than at home--no offense. The girls 
are rigorously inspected by their government. Besides, 
there's more talk than anything else. By the time they suck 
up all the free beer and booze and golf and the real 
professional sex shows--not to mention steak at every meal-- 


well the best of them can only manage...oh fewer than eight, 


ten contacts in the two weeks. Listen! Our big worry with 
them"--and here he staggered to illustrate--"is the falling 
down. We always make sure to get rooms on the first floor. 
And you should hear that wing snore!" 

She kicked at the weeds miserably afloat on the 
darkening hardscrabble. "I heard there were...boys mixed in 
the last time." 

His gray eyes lit briefly, then fell to his clipboard. 
"Our agency's motto is WE CATER...PERIOD!" Besides the boys 
have to pass the health tests too. And the particular 
fellows..." He nodded towards the bus, strangely quiescent 
in the mellow rays, "who do, uh, that, uh, get it out of 
their system." 

"T don't want any of that for him. We don't go for 
that!" She met his smug eyes so fiercely that he stepped 
sideways. 

"Hey! Nobody does until the first time, but not to 
worry. As a matter of fact you must let go! Re-e-LEASE!" 
He waved his clipboard and orange light trailed from it. 
"The number of the Wives' Support Group is stamped on your 
Master Card receipt." 

Now the bus rocked as the men fell out of it, raucous 
in Hawaiian shirts and throwing beer cans at each other ina 


gold and purple glow. 


"Good!" said the young official, "the departing 
ritual. They, uh, pee on the wheels of the bus." In 
seconds clouds of dark steam began rising from the jostling 
men. So did a cheer from many of the shining wives near the 
official and the reluctant young woman, upon which the men 
turned round to expose themselves, most of them shaking 
vigorously. After a moment all were being pushed back to 
the bus in a dusty ball of arms and legs by the huge black 
driver--except for two who kept blurringly manipulating, all 
the while moving sort of frog-leggedly forward to get the 
dust behind them. Some of the ladies applauded rhythmically 
but mechanically. At that distance and in that dusky, 
falling light, everything had looked like pink threads. 

"They're just disgusting!" But she thought she was seeing 
her own husband and was praying against it. This remaining 
pair, whoever they were, gave up with final, spastic flips | 
after the driver thrust far out of his window and gestured 
violently. | 
"It's part of the game, Ma’am. Better here than in a 
department store or schoolyard or something. Hey most of 
them are lambs for fifty weeks out of the year and then 
their wives reward them with this. Nice." 
"I wonder!" Purple smoke is flying out of the back of 


the bus as it jolts forward, and in a few moments slides 


by, all of the visible windows filled with men "mooning," 
looking like dim, tallowy flowers over the snapping ASSHOLES 
banner. 

"Another custom...that was!" shouts the official above 
the diesel belch and roar and the men's obscene choral 
shriek waving back to them from the departing bus. "I'm so 
used to it is why I don't laugh." The bus is lost in smoky 
afterglow. 

And a silent, velvet backwash slowly lifts the women to 
the cars, each face a golden fire, earrings aswing with 
trembles of silver. The cars themselves are liquid in 
exalting light and air. Into this suspension sinking to a 
knee, the lone, surrounded man is briefly overcome, struck 


within his heart of hearts. 
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DIALOG IN THE GOLDEN AGE (With Memo) 
~How's Jeanette? 
-Exhausted. Uh, how do you think it went? 
-~Nice. Pasta, Pastry, Chardonnay. How can I beat it? 
-YOU! I'm not worried about you. YOU don't promote anybody! 
-The Big Man? He...who can ever tell? One or two growls. 
-And the Power Behind the Groan? 


-Clever! Well, clever enough for us. She was Diarrhea Mouth all 
night as usual. 


-But she liked the fluffy pasta. Jeanette spent hours in the 
kitchen before, and then about seven pans--something about 
driving off all the water and then, I don't know, throwing all 
the shit in practically flaming olive oil and then drain...I 
don't know. 

-Too perfect. 


-Not really. One pan didn't make it. No fluff. Pasta 
uninspired. 


-Ah hah! 

-But she left that one in the kitchen. 

-Mistake! 

-Mistake? 

-Should have brought that one out too. Showed it with humor and 
rue...or oregano even. Then tried to eat that less-than-wondrous 


portion herself. Oh I love it! I love it! We all would have 
insisted on sharing it. It would have even brought the 


Big Man out! And Trouble-and-Strife would have lapped it up and 
yapped on endlessly! Well, even more endlessly. 


~You got me thinking. 


-And thus you make of hell a paradise! Human, we're all human 
and other ball-itch. Get the corrosive concept? 


~Hmmmmm? But you're...probably kidding. How do I know 
you're...? 


-Things..you see...were... 
-Were what? 


~Never mind. Well I've got to go and do whatever it is they pay 
me for, and that doesn't include... 


-No! Come on now! Tell me! 

“Well, things were just too perfect. No great flaw without art. 
Perfection? Borrrrrrrrrrr-ing! Well, a word to the wise is 
insufficient. Auf Weehawken, till we meet again, in office, spa, 
or dining salon. You'll recognize me. I'm the one sleepwalking 
among all the strivers, affecting superficiality. Fare-- 
whatchacallit?--well. 

-Yeah. Well please come again. 


-Wouldn't miss it. 


TO Janet 
FROM $ 
SUBJECT futr dinn prtys 


MESSAGE brng wrong thngs in! (xpln tnite) 
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The Kiss 


The seated Walter blinks against the glare let in around the 
round, dark figure in the doorway. "If you is a shelf-sitter"-- 
he hears--"then you aint got even a shelf to sit on in this 
slum!" A draft slams the screen door, knocking Bink into the 
room. "Hey! Hold on a little minute! Aint that supposed to 
happen on the way out--according to the ancient expression?" 

"Don't let the door hit you in the ass? Well you already 
did. That's you--always a step ahead." 

"Yeah, with my behind!" 

"Is this a social call or are you representing Madame?" 
snickers Walter. 

Bink shambles to the filing cabinet and pretends to read 
from the book on top. "Oh my oh my, School Law Revisions. I am 
mad to come in contact with them!" His white hair flares. 


"Sandburg!" 


The rotund Bink pages through the thick book. "Whitman, but 
don't worry. You aint spose to know nuttin!" His shirttail pops 
out as he slams the book shut and gestures wildly with both arms. 

‘The Rose Valley School District reposes in a region of almost 
explosive fertility.' Oh Mama!" 

As he is negotiating the irregular wooden floor to plump 
down on Walter's desk, the light flies in, temporarily blinding 
him. "Jee-SUS! No window shades even? Who'd you offend? 

"Nobody." Walter leans back in his squeaky office chair. 
"Ever. And I didn't write that Rose Valley thing if anyone did. 
My stuff's a notch back from purple." 

Bink picks up a piece of computer paper, drops it to study 
the wind currents. "No matter. Nobody on the fifth floor ever 
reads backgrounders. We call them hackgrounders. Oh we feed 
Madame Secretary a mushy line periodically--keep her happy," he 
winks, the salt and pepper eyebrows riding up just after. 

"I was half expecting her," laughs Walter. "The year's 
about up. She...visits once a year." 

"I got that. At any rate ole buddy," and he reaches across 
the desk to tap Walter lightly on the arm, "she got a couple 
dozen Dutch schoolteachers in tow this day. Greeks last week. 
Whole world comes here to see how we do it!" 

"Quite a salary to lead tours. 


"I always liked that in you--watching the buck. But she's a 


short timer-no sexual innuendo--governor said six months left. 
So! She leads the tours like that eminent scholar who preceded 
her. Hey, she's not harmless in the office. More she stays out 
of it, more education in this state got a chance. Slim but 
some." 

"I didn't know about her or..." 

Bink throws a paper clip at the ducking Walter. "That's 
because you're buried in this hole staying pure. Look at those 
nice pink hands, while mine are black--both literally and in a 
manner of speaking." 

Walter is untwisting the paper clip. "Please, no ethnic 
humor!" 

And here Bink's brow furrows: "There's a final tradeoff for 
those nice clean hands I'm afraid." 

"Sounds ominous." 

"It's been in the air. Again, you haven't sniffed." 

“Always been in the air since day one here. I...stopped 
sniffing." 

"I'm here announcing your retirement to you. You and Madam 
and a whole bunch." 

Walter shuts his eyes an instant. "Yeah...well..." 

The next moment Bink's gray eyes hold him steadily. "I'll 
be following next year. Numero Uno's to be black guy I went to 


graduate school with. I break him in and vamoose. Dude's about 


a smart as a rock so he'll be glad to see my ass disappear." 

"Should be you." 

"Yup--but justice is hiding permanently at the present, and 
I fought too many discrimination battles against people on the 
fifth floor. They don't forget and they got friends in both 
parties. 

"Absolutely should be you!" 

"Hey! Walter! Don't be so nice. You're getting canned and 
it's mostly me who's doing it. 

Walter waves an arm to dismiss the idea. "It's mostly the 
kids. That much I know." 

"Jackpot! she made us hire that whole seventh floor straight 
from college, and for one year they've done nothing but smoke 
funny cigarettes up there, even busted out a window so the green 
clouds'd drift away to corrode the car finishes in Accounting's 
parking lot. At any rate I've got to sidestep a legislative 
investigation by moving them into real jobs and shoving the old 
folks out thereby." 

Walter wheels back, shrugging. "The kiss-off." He leans 
back against the filing cabinet. 

Bink slides slowly off the desk and walks to the screen 
door. His back to Walter, he tucks in his rumpled shirt, his 
other hand fluttering through his gray-white hair. "Funny you 


should say that. Tearful dinner in June for Madame and all you 


long-tooths. Then, drama!" Bink turns and minces back towards 
Walter. "She...walksssss...down the line, kisses winner of 
Elizabeth Marriner Skelton Award!" 

Walter's head snaps forward and sinks towards his chest. 
"Me?" 

"Great honor though it buys no Big Macs." 

"Those teeth!" 

"No beauty and no brains. Support the handicapped." 

"The Last Supper." Walter wheels back to the desk to 
shuffle the papers atop, and Bink turns around slowly and goes to 
the door, trails of sunlight playing across the bronze screen and 
outlining his large form again as he revolves to point to Walter. 
"you selling the Science Eleven module?" 

"Trying to. 

"I'll write her presentation speech to you around it. 

Just move one of the damn dogs. Two hundred seventy two thousand 
dollars to develop and not one teacher'll touch it. Don't even 
try the science directors. It's a joke to them. By the bye, 
I'm to get the award next year--though not the kiss--so you'll be 
in good company in the long run! I picked me." 

"Your habitual modesty. 

"At first...you're right, but I went from your basic black 
paper doll with attache case to the worst of this damn white 


world, its inexhaustible arrogance." 


"It comes to us all." 

"Yeah it does!"--and Bink gets agitated in the flaring 
backlight. "But, you know, it's somehow not the...Judas-kiss I 
think of but The Kiss by Chekov. Know that one? Shy officer 
gets kissed in the dark by mistake, dreams all kinds of wonders 
about it. Wonders!" 

Walter leans wealtly forward, the chair creaking 
extraordinarily slow. "Parallel to me?" 

"Us. When we came to the bureau together, ready to 
romantically and ferociously attack the challenge!--some such 
petit bourgeois language anyway. Like that Russian officer, 
simple and naive. But...Madame to you: Kiss of Death of course!" 

"Union?" And Walter's voice in its faintness showed he knew 
the answer. 

"you were a bit of a fighter," Bink shadowboxes, "till about 
ten years ago. Anyway, the union picks up one trick, Hispanic 
woman Accounting wants fired for being stereotypically 
hysterical. Then the deck gets put away till next contract." 
Bink again sits on the desk. 

"I'd be playing into a stacked deck then." 

"Always," whispers Bink, his hair and eyebrows pure white in 
the bright wind which riffles the papers on Walter's desk. 

"And cverywhere." 


And Walter shakes his head more quickly than he had 


intended. "I'm...gone. I can't get used to it." 

"Way it goes. Youth must be served. Or saved, I hope. 
Come on, walk me out and say goodbye. You might as well stay in 
this slum. No use putting you on the sixth floor just to fire 
you. Besides we're moving the kids down there--minus the funny 
cigarettes." Walter is rising up in rhythm to the creaking 
spring of his chair. He walks to Bink, consciously spare in his 
movements. 

"What is this slum anyway, Walt?" 

"Shack the construction boys left when they finished the 
building." 

"They never finished the building. Madame accepted it in 
her usual incompetent manner, and they left a mess of boards and 
wire and mud!" Here Bink pulls a board in the wall, revealing 
black tar paper underneath before it snaps back. "This place is 
better built!" 

They walk together to the door, stand there in the whipping- 
around light, the bronze screen vibrant behind their dissimilar 
outlines. "God I used to love to read," Bink muses. Rilke, 
Eliot, book in my back pocket always." They stand unmoving and 
uneasy, as if embarrassed for time. 

Suddenly Bink thrusts out his hand but when Walter takes it 
he pulls him closer and they embrace. "All the others I tell 


today will try and make me hurt. You're a man of character, 


Walter. How on earth could you stay here so long?" 

To Walter the embrace triggers the memory of a softball game 
their first year. The two of them committed a rapidfire series 
of errors to lose the game and then fell into each other's arms 
laughing, rolling around in the dirt, the other team eventually 
stopping its jubilation to watch. Their curled lips. 

"Look how damn fat I got, Walter, fat and white black man," 
Bink was saying, is saying as the door slammed, its bronze flash. 

What his own mind picks out as he strides the rough floor is 
the hurt of Bink's "shelf-sitter." And he pictures himself on a 
high shelf, the ceiling pressing down, bowing his neck like a 
vulture's. So this is how fifth floor sees me. His own 
designation had been 'troubleshooter,' one who saved limping 
programs, had saved many over the years, thirty odd years. 

He tries to count how many since he knew he was getting the 
Elizabeth Marriner Skelton Award only for seniority. It could 
all have been different but I hate show and that's that! 

Gusts rattle the wooden building and he looks up to see one 
huge snowflake fling against his window, as quickly start melting 
in bright rivulets through the grime. He walks to the window to 
stare at the new building. Snow whips around it in brilliant 
sunshine but, strangely, none of the black windows reflects back, 
and he couldn't see where the marijuana smokers had kicked one 


out--they all look empty. 


He all but runs to the phone to dial the next number on the 
list. "Cohen!" comes sharply back. Walter had heard no ring. 
He has hardly gotten into the pitch for the Science Module when 
Dr. Cohen shouts “No! No new programs. Haven't I got trouble 
enough? Listen to these illiterates." There follows a terrific 
run of general chatter and laughing and shrieking. "They don't 
need new programs; they need new parents. Arrowhead School 
District's full of big homes and small minds." 

"we love you Dr. Cohen!"--a squealing chorus. 

"Yeah? Well that's a hell of a substitute for the real 
thing. Now shut up while I talk to Walter Whatever. Hey I'm 
sorry, Walter Whatever of Edcation in our otherwise corrupt 


capitol, but nothing now has ever been tried here. Hell, these 


kids think evolution is what some old garbage rock-and-roll 
record used to do at thirty three and a third. 

"Il frankly think he's after your body, Verna!" 

"Aint everybody?" A general laugh punctuated by whoops. 
"What you're hearing, Walter, are the erudite procesings of 
the Science Club. If this is the creme de creme you can guess 
the rest." And into tho ensuing silence Walter ventures, 
"They've grown quiet." 

"Picking their noses--what they do for culture here." 

"Then go back to Now York then!" In the din of the sporadic 


Yeahs following the men manage to say goodbye." 


Pushing back from the desk until the chair rolls into the 
filing cabinet, Walter sighs, "At least they're alive." 

He looks up to see larger snowflakes pasted on the window, 
brightly back-lit by the sun, snow bunching in the screendoor 
like kleenex. And suddenly, blurred colors and bars of light 
undulate behind the clusters of snow; Walter gets up and walks 
to the window. He has to wrench it up to assemble the scene: 
hundreds of cars, their headlights slicing the soft-falling snow, 
directional signals blinking amber. Walter knew the false snow 
the early spring often brings--thick for a half hour or so, and 
then melting in a bright, watery rush. 

He knew that Bink would never have okays early dismissal, so 
it was wheedled out of Madame Secretary in the midst of her 
tour-leading. 

Now Head Guard, Mr. Alphonse Benjamin runs to direct 
traffic, first stopping everything from all directions in order 
to button up his departmental blazer, the silver buttons looking 
us large as half dollars through the planes of golden snow, his 
thoughtful face a glistening black. Abruptly a tomato-colored 
Hyundai swings out of a line of cars and heads straight for him, 
only to veer off about fifteen feet away and bounce onto the 
concrete divider. Benjamin has stood his ground imperiously, and 
now eases into the ballet sequence once shown on cable 


television. Soon he has the traffic moving smoothly with his 
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dancing and gesturing, but can't help but reveal some periodic 
irritation at the car perched on the divider, the driver of 
which, a very tall girl with long brown and blond cornrows of 
hair, pops up through the open sunroof and jerkily twists her 
upturned face to drink the snow. A fat and shirtless young man 
attempts to staunch this seeming ecstasy by dragging her back 
down into the car by the legs. Three other baggy young people 
sit against the car passing around a joint and repeately 
screaming a sort of rap to the streaming cars: "Assholes, 
middleclass-holes!"--also donating a unanimous finger to Mr. 
Alphonso Benjamin. Walter is heading back to his desk when Mr. 
Benjamin rushes from the corner of his eye directly at the little 
car. They all jump back inside while somehow managing to unbend 
the very tall girl and shove her away from the steering wheel. 

Soon, Mr. Benjamin is running for his life through ponds of 
melting snow and, startlingly, into Madame Director of blood-red 
slack suit and her entourage of astonishingly white Dutch 
schoolteachers, all skittishly picking their ways over planks 
bridging seas of semifrozen mud. 

She has passed him with a hatchet-like nod, and now the 
teachers are consolidating behind her in a white-on-white wave 
which Mr. Alphonse Benjamin, in his distress, takes as a natural 
affront. As he sinks to his knees in mud, the Hyundai flings 


past, jeers dopplering back. 
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Them and not you Walter. Them! Walter slides the window 
down quietly--as if afraid they all would turn on him. He is 
surprised to note he has been holding his breath. 

The phone jolts. "Cohen again. Look. Send me one of the 
damn things, all right? You heard the racket the alleged 
science club makes. Any kind of shit to feed them and preserve 
my sanity." 

Walter proves as cool as Mr. Alphonse Benjamin before the 
onset of stoned kids and blood-red director and massively white 
schoolteachers. "Today is Friday." he intones. “Let's say you 
give me your home address and I drive it up tomorrow." 

"There's a mistake. I'm trying to reach Education in the 
state capital. Anybody conscientious would have been fired. 

"Grind slowly down here. 

"They'11 getcha!” 

"Wouldn't be surprised, Dr. Cohen." 

And "Wouldn't be surprised" he is singing later while 
leaning over the extended bottom file drawer, removing the 
components of the science module, the shiny looseleaf notebook 
and the boxes of cassettes. "Wouldn't be at all zoo-prized!" 
He piles everything on the floor and slides the drawer in with a 
foot, still singing but ina mostly scat style where the words 
are not recognizable but an abstract little game of sounds. 


"Zoo zep zek zoop," he whispers, snapping his fingers before 
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bending down to give the drawer, still stuck out a half inch, a 
good shove with his hands. 

But then, in straightening up, he gets dizzy, black blotches 
migrating around the room. Walter falls forward an instant, his 
hands rocking the metal cabinet into the wall, the cabinet 
bouncing back to barely touch his lips, sharply, electrically. 
The window streams water; every interstice of the screendoor 
bulges with water. 

The wet smell revives him: 

1) whirling to clump down to his knees 
2) arrange the components in proper order 
3) galvanic feeling lingering on his lips 


4) silver pen and a notebook from his breastpocket. 


FROM THE DESK OF WALTER DARREN LOVE 
Drs. -Ce> 
Many thanks again and it'll work for you-- 
guaranteed. One note: tape leaders are long 
in case you want to record your own intros. 


If not, start around ten on counter. 


Slides the note under the clip already on the front of the 
teacher's manual and then gazes, still kneeling, at the flooded 


gold and purple window, the iridescences spinning off his pen. 
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Walter Darren Love, of Education, of lips still scintillant, 


sighs. 
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Frank B. Ford 

GREENE STREET ARTISTS' BUILDING 
5225 Greene Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
(215) 848-7385 


The Hamburger 


Diane is returning to the buzzing car when a trailer truck 
roars and shimmers. She halts because she can no longer hear her 
clogs on the gravel of the parking lot, then raises binoculars to 
see the driver hunched behind the sun-smeared glass...huge blue 
letters of the trailer shaking by. 

"It's like a desert," she announces, squinting as the 
binoculars fall on their swinging strap when she whirls round to 
look through the windows of Harry's shop. Everything there seems 
jumping and coated with mercury, and Diane jams her eyes shut in 
order to think about her teacher. 

What if he made that face if she said that things shook in 
the heat like things on a desert? Well then she would just tell 
him, once again, "I'm only in Seeing 'cause Yoga is closed!" 

If he didn't like it, someone else could take The Long World and 
go around looking through binoculars at everything. Of course 


Diane couldn't drop out if Olla didn't. Olla had The Short World 


but didn't come. Diane and a few hippies met with Liege that 
first night to hear Liege discuss what seeing wasn't. 

He informed the class, too, that he had chosen his name just for 
this course, and that he used different names in everything he 
did. He asked Diane what she thought of this idea. Diane didn't 
think anything. 

Now she decides to let Harry fix the buzzing of the car, and 
walks towards the shop again. There the open door frames a cold 
greenish light which floats like a balloon. 

She stumbles in her clogs, remembering how mad Harry got 
when a door was left open by his partner Dirk, or Olla whenever 
she brought Dirk's yogurt. 

Two visions flash as she clunks onto the concrete and past 
the blinding dayglo motors, one red, one blue, flanking the 
doorway: Harry's head is caught in a machine; he's hanging from a 
tree out back. 

Smoke from that truck still drifts in the glassy brilliance 
as Diane enters the shop. Nothing seems wrong at first--a belt 
flaps sililantly and pools of oil-colored light repose on the 
concrete floor. But...a sound like someone beating a rug in the 
housing project behind the shop. A dot bounces across the green 
screen of an oscilloscope upon the bench but Harry isn't there to 
watch it, small tools between the fingers of his right hand as he 


delicately turns something with his left. 


He would often snap up from his concentration to find out 
who stood in the doorway, his brow fiercely wrinkled under the 
ceiling's florescent rods. (Seeing? A course in Seeing! 
Everybody sees except maybe fruity instructors with one name.) 

Why had he been so angry? thought Diane, plucking a 
five-dollar bill from her hair; carbon paper and money swirl 
around her as that beating from the outside takes on an 
insistence. She places the bill under a glowing wrench on the 
shredded workbench, her binoculars atop the wrench. 

It's blinding in the shop, both open doorways swollen with 
sunlight, windows floating, reflections dashing everywhere as the 
wind snaps the greasy tags on the motors awaiting repair, and 
paper money whirls. 

The entire shop becomes a loudspeaker amplifying those 
muffled, beating sounds from out back. Now there's stillness; 
after a bit, shaking leaves and...panting. And then the thumping 
anew. 

Diane goes to the sound, blinking when she gets outside. 
What she can make out is a vertical string of blotches pushing at 
a larger blotch. After a while she realizes that her Harry 
comprises most of the vertical string, and that he is smashing a 
motor against a tree. The motor low in his big hands, he swings 


upwards into the trunk, staggers when the motor bounces back. 


In the brightness everything looks green except for the 
multicolored wires vibrating from the motor, and the brownish 
dust around his glistening head. 

"Ts it brushes?" she asks, whereupon he smashes up into the 
tree with greater force, and hunks of bark shoot into the bushes. 
The trouble often was brushes and Diane had visualized them as 
little plastic-handled potato brushes. Each head like Napoleon's 
hat, they whirred in the oil-smelling darkness inside the motor, 
keeping everything clean. 

"They're made of carbon but never mind," he had told her--or 
is he saying it now? Diane's not sure as she strolls over. 

The motor hanging low in his arms, he pants and gurgles. 

She lights a cigarette and puffs out into the dust around his 
head. "Picked up the new car!" she laughs, and the motor leaves 
his down-fanned Hands to land on his foot and roll away into 
poison ivy. Diane blows smoke straight out as Harry stares down 
at his foot, a bright drop of green sweat pendant from his nose. 
A hotrodder screeches by in front and they both close their eyes 
in the mad shaking of leaves. 

He looks like a man who has been dug up when she leads him 
over rusty beercans. "Everything's all right!" she maintains, 
stiffening him further. 

At the buzzing car Diane scolds "All work and no play!" as 


Harry jerks his arm away, walks into the front end, bending half 


onto the hood. She leaves him there, saying "You find out what's 
making that awful noise." He drops his fingers on the glossy 
hood, pulls them back to watch his prints disappear. Diane is 
passing between the dayglo motors when Harry says “Nice 
machine..." but so slowly he can study each syllable forming a 
vapor on the hood. 

Once inside the shop she closes both doors and the money and 
carbon paper and receipts float down everywhere. After stuffing 
it all into her handbag, along with the requisite binoculars, she 
sits down to write. 

DIRK......-HOW IS OLLA AND MALCOLM....TOOK ALL THE 
MONEY....DID YOU ENJOY YOUR VACA..... LOVE DIANE. 

She phones the auto club before her PS....TOOK HARRY SICK 

TRIP PA DUTCH. 

The sun has been cut off as she gets back to the car, and 
Harry stares behind the cloudy black windshield, looking like the 
truckdriver she had seen through her binoculars. The car buzzes 
flatly on but now Diane can see that the parking lights are lit. 
Once in the car she punches all the knobs until the buzz stops. 
"Tt's their fault," she announces as he tries to shudder. 

"Why don't they tell you about these buzzers and everything?" 
Harry gazes quizzically back to the shop. "Now don't you 
worry--I locked the doors." He starts to nod but forgets before 


the middle, sits there half erect and deeply puzzled. 


"All work and no..." the car comes throatily to life, 
drowning her words, surprising her so much that she forgets to 
let go of the key and the starter grinds. 

Searching for the brake release: "Dirk'll just have to take 
over. Olla's all right again and she's got The Short World in 
Seeing Class and so her life'll mean more. Dirk wouldn't let 
Malcolm go back to Rutgers, he's going to Glassboro State--but 
I'm sure they got drugs there, too, don't you think? Poor old 
Dirk! Can't keep Olla from trying to kill herself, least 
pretending to, so he's always got to have time off and you got to 
do it all. And Olla even thinks she's in Yoga and it's closed, 
and imagine her and Malcolm smoking marijuana in that new 
kitchen! Mercy me it cost Dirk almost ten thousand to do it over 
and they're smoking marijuana in it. Oh why don't they tell you 
how to let go of the stupid brake? I got this pants suit half 
off at Leaders for the new car--Pink Fire's name of the color-- 
and the clogs everybody's wearing. Pretty nice, hey?" 

She punches his arm and he falls instantly asleep. The sun 
returns to flare his few hairs brushing the soft ceiling. 

She finds the lever to release the brake, and the car 
jackrabbits out of the parking lot, forcing a motorcyclist onto 
the shoulder. Behind his full black visor he seems to have no 


face. Harry grinds his teeth and snores; Diane drives fast. 


After about ten minutes she wonders "Where can you pass? 
Lines I mean?” 

"Nice machine," whispers Harry, his eyes like small eggs. 

A throb works around his temple, reminding her of the dot hopping 
across the green oscilloscope back in his shop. 

"Just over the bridge and get on the expressway. That's 
what the man at the AAA told me. That goes right to the 
turnpike. You'll like it Harry. They still have horses but no 
electricity. They have beards too but that's not important with 
all the damn hippies." 

The throb slides down from his forehead and into his cheek. 
When she spies it fluttering near his mouth she digs into the 
accelerator. “Is eighty all right? Goes way past a hundred-- 
eighty don't seem much." 

The trees click by faster and faster. Harry's jaw hangs in 
the whipping green, the wind whistling through his teeth and 
resonating in his mouth. 

"Did you say something, Honey?" She is all but embracing 
the wheel when passing four thundering trucks, nips in to miss a 
skidding sportscar. "They're not safe I don't care what anybody 
says!" 

Harry stiffly rocks to change the sound of the wind in his 
mouth. “Now you just relax," she counsels, remembering those 


little potato brushs swooshing around inside one of his motors, 


Iparpenrerec ee coe oe 


in the oil-fragrant darkness where everything's just perfect. 
Diane can even smell it in there. 

Harry had folded his arms and closed his mouth, precisely 
when the speedometer needle split 9 and 0. Blood vessels pump 
around his jammed-shut eyes now. He tips his head like a swimmer 
trying to drain water from an ear, then moans as his eyes flick 
open. Showing more terror than pain, they glaze as if to allow 
the green and white day to speed up over them. 

"Now now...a second is all it'll take to get you okay. 
Okay?" And she shakes out her handbag onto his lap in order to 
find the aspirin, but has to stop when the car catapults into a 
picnic area, eventually ramming an overflowing barrel. "They 
should tell you!" Diane insists when they finally lurch leftward 
to a stop. "It's no fair just to have the road come in here like 


that." Near the entrance an extended Hispanic family hurredly 


clears two tables and throws everything into the trunk of an old 
Buick. They're launched before Diane can find a cigarette. 

She wrenches her new sedan back onto the highway after a few 
thoughtful puffs. Harry snores, but mumbles when the springs 
bottom "...all workkkkkk... Jack." 

"I know what you're saying! My father said all of this was 
coming and we laughed at him." Harry sinks down as if shot. 

He can't know that Diane is summarizing Olla and Malcolm smoking 


dope in the new kitchen, Harry, himself, smashing a motor up into 


a tree, all the damn hippies on television, a car that persists 
in buzzing at you, and a road that becomes a picnic area hosting 
mobs of foreigners. "and we laughed at him. Imagine!" 

Harry brightens "Nice machine." 

You always did like my father," she encourages. "Now sit up 
and see how pretty everything is." 

He tries but collapses against the door when she screeches 
up to a toll booth. She shifts among the money between them on 
the seat. "Just fifty cents, lady," the swarthy, heavy-set 
collector says, and she dreams about marrying him on TV--Dirk, 
squirming and cursing in a tight tux, would give her away, and 
Olla and Malcolm would be there too, coked up among the flowers. 
There would be a short memorial service in the middle for Harry, 
his love for motors etc. 

Later on the Pennsylvania Turnpike she chooses her first 
flower girl, cracking jokes with Merv Griffin as the speedometer 
reads 100, and she looks fondly to Harry, almost as if he could 
see her TV fantasy too. But her turning to him makes all the 
colors bleed off her television and race across the windshield 
like multi-dyed water. "You had a shock! Little, whatchacallit, 
stroke or something." Harry sits up until his sparse hair hangs 
straight back in the tremendous wind. 


"Oh my doesn't it go by just lovely when it's there? 


A hundred. It all goes by like water, everything like ziggley 
blurs." His jaw swings open and the wind pops repeatedly in his 
mouth. Then his eyes close for a long while; they crack slightly 
as she propels the car past a rattling shipment of Volkswagon 
Beetles--then the light streams across his eyes like a green 
liquid. This sight catches Diane's breath and she slows to 
ninety to look for aspirin again. "Get...couple in you. All 
work and no play...makes Harry..." But she forgets the aspirin 
to speed up again. Soon she's well past 100 and musing 
"Malcolm'd say uptight, but Dirk made him transfer to Glassboro. 
Marijuana in the kitchen! There's no perfect crime you know, 
Harry. That stink on the cabinets?" 

He is gripping the upholstery as if riding a sled, his 
yellowgreen face expressing waves of near-comprehension from time 
to time. Just before the Morgantown exit he jerks around, trying 
to remove his terrorized image from the windshield. 

"Well well well! We have a tail wind or something?" The 
tall man leans from his booth into the car after taking the toll 
ticket. 

"It's a mistake!" She tries to get the card back. 

"Uh uh," he's shakes it. "This is a new record from your 
entrance, and time's punched right here! Plus, state police says 


I'm supposed to--" 
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This man was the minister when she married the previous toll 
taker on TV. She often put in personal appearances with people 
before she met them. "Aw c'mon now!" Diane pouts," noting in the 


mirror that the cream station wagon behind bounces up and down 


with kids, the driver resting his head and arms on the steering 
wheel. The toll collector momentarily turns his long head 
towards them to scowl, then looks back to Harry as Diane bursts 
"Getting my husband...doctor!" 

"Gee Harry," as they turn onto 23, "maybe you should be 
going to a hospital like he yelled about. But I thought a 
Holiday Inn? Oh you'll be all right. Forget all those lousy 
brushes screwing up your stinking motors, and Dirk and his crazy 
wife. Oh she'll screw up The Short World and I'll have to do it. 
Honestly, what a pair!" He nods stiffly, getting more of what 
she says now and thinly smiling his triumph. 

Under a fan-shaped tree of orange, a doctor in whitest white 
proclaims "You'll have to go on with your own life now, make your 
own plans." 

"Harry is my life and I don't have any plans. Oh I am 
taking a course in the night school. Seeing it's called for some 
reason." 

"Hold on to anything you can because the world's going by a 
hundred miles an hour. Now what's this seeing people before you 


see them? Can we talk about that?" 
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But before Diane can fully answer, this doctor launches up 
through the orange, feathery tree. 

"I know!" Diane tells his white, disappearing shoes, and her 
reflection in the windshield. "Everything's changing and the 
hippies want it all. They don't want to work." 

Farms with quilted fields soon give way to billboards. They 
pass one billboard featuring a huge red W surrounded by coils of 
little w's. The next billboard, just before the car plunges into 
a valley orders STOP! AT THE WWW AND ASK FOR THE WORLD FAMOUS 
TOOFER-ONE!!!!!! So Diane stops there. 

Bending Harry out of the car is difficult but they must 
travel only a few feet to a table next to the hamburger fountain. 
This device is about twenty feet across and made of early 
plastic. A rusty pipe sticks up in the middle and water slides 
down its outside to wash over the rounded surface of the bun, 
wrinkling at the pocked meat, branching into dirty tributaries 
just before it arrives at the skirts of gray lettuce. Diane 
Slaps the plastic hamburger and it pongs. "Isn't this cute, 
Harry?" 

"Half...a horse," he answers as she releases him to fall 
into a metal chair which springs down to touch the ground, rises 
Slowly up with Harry regal throughout. 

She knows, as his wife, that he is referring to the size of 


the motor. "Is that a big one? Like the ones in front of the 
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shop?" He rounds his mouth but can't push the word out just 
then; instead he leans over in the springy chair and drums a 
finger on the plastic hamburger like a doctor at a body. 

Diane stands aside to look through her binoculars. She discovers 
that three highways descend through mazes of wires to this home 
of the Dutch Wonderburger, and she studies each in turn. They're 
almost the same: gas stations and diners, all with blinking and 
revolving signs, but one has a Dutch Pretzel-teria, above which 
an immense Dutchman leans over the valley holding a glowing 
pretzel with salt grains nearly as big as Harleys; further on 
down the hill she finds that Lil-Al's Ceramics features the 
world's largest ashtray. Diane focuses in a sign leaning against 
a farmhouse off another highway. It promises FAMOUS MURDER 
ENACTED DAILY. 

She puts the glasses down and licks her lips and staggers. 
"It's all coming down on you! It's all tumbling down on you! 

I can't breathe!" Then she feels that all the sun-slicked wires 
are going to spark and explode, and therefore turns to Harry for 
solace and breath. 

He is presently crawling over the slippery hamburger, trying 
to peer inside, near the rusty pipe but slipping gradually back 
down the murky orange plastic. Diane pleads with him to come 
back, but he has now scrabbled up to catch hold of the pipe. 


Water coats his hand. She crawls after him, her binoculars 
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clunking and her clogs producing drum-like sounds. He can sense 
her reaching for him and furiously swings his free arm back in an 
attempt to knock her away. 

They eventually land together at the feet of a boy who seems 
to have steel wool pasted on his pink face. "Vill you eat?" he 
inquires. "Our cooking is vunderful good and kissing vears out 
but our cooking don't." The steel wool proves to be pasted on a 
flesh-colored mask which covers all but his cheekbones. The 
antenna of his walkie talkie whips in the mellowing sun, the back 
of that instrument covered with an order pad above which he is 
holding a pencil. But Diane drags on that arm to pull 
herself up. She smoothes her hot pink slacks and directs a 
begging look at Harry to get him to assemble himself. After a 
minute she manages to get him back to his chair, while the waiter 
stares blue-eyed above his patchy steel wool beard. "Whole 
horse!" insists Harry, riding his chair up and down. 

"Sir?" the boy jerks the pencil back. 

"He means under the hamburger. Motor. It's his business." 
Chair still plunging and rising, Harry winds his arm as if mixing 
a stiff batter. The waiter crunches up his face, causing some 
steel wool to detach and float away in wind flung off a passing 


tour bus. 


14 


"Oh really Honey! Well can you beat that?" she asks the 
waiter, who Ma'm?s her just before her revelation: "That 
hamburger turns!" 

"I don't know. Never turned since I been here." 

"Must've been pretty. Well leave it to Harry." 

Diane is implored to order and finally does, the waiter writing 
fast. Harry's a bit smug now, his arms crossed and his chair 


calmed down. She orders two Dutch Wow-Burgers with french fries 


and two vanilla milkshakes. "And that's a Toofer One!" the boy 
crows into his mouthpiece. "On a Toofer One you only pay a 
half!" This last word echos from a circle of loudspeaker horns 


above the florescent cube of a kitchen under the WWW--ONLY HOME 
OF THE DUTCH WONDERBURGER sign. An enormous snap, then, as the 
waiter still broadcasts, "Vunderful good!" blasting the horns, 
causing the salt and pepper shakers to dance on the couple's 
table. "Wow whirl wiggle!" the waiter continues. 

Now the speakers snap and snap machine-gun fashion as the 
waiter experiences trouble with a switch on the walkie-talkie. 
“Wuh wuh wuh!" completes the extraordinarily magnified message. 

"Well isn't that a lot of fuss for hamburgers?" Diane 
inquires of a brooding Harry. "For mercy's sake I wish my father 
could be here 'cause he saw it coming!--now don't you worry Honey 


"cause I'll get you back to all your lovely motors again. 


15 


RD en 


But you gotta play too, you know. Don't wanna be one of those 
dull old boys now, do you?" Some hunters amble by, their weapons 
pointed down, smiling at the waiter's shaking of the walkie- 
talkie. 

The chef's hat bobs vigorously in the kitchen, obscuring for 
a moment the lights running green and blue and red on the steel 
wall behind him. At any rate, all is understood in the bright 
sealed cube--despite technical difficulties. 

Still puffing the steel wool from his mouth, the waiter 
notes that the hunters are settling in at a table on the opposite 
side of the hamburger from Harry and Diane, next to a fence 
against which they can jean their rifles. 

Diane dips a napkin in a puddle in the middle of the 
off-white table, wipes ina growing spiral as a boy in a porkpie 
hat and a fat, bearded man belly-flop onto the hamburger and 
start slapping each other in a game to to force the opponent off. 

A standoff as both slide off together into a giggling heap 
resembling a pile of rags. When they finally extract from each 
other and go to sit to the left of the hunters, the boy in the 
porkpie hat raises it with both hands and sticks out his tongue 
at Diane and Harry. Diane stares frozenly and goes back to her 
table-cleaning; Harry begins a shrug. 

Leaning back against the fence now, their feet up on a 


table, the boy and the man make faces at Harry and Diane. The 
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bearded man squeezes his belly through a tie-dyed sweatshirt with 
the head of Che Guevara inside a peace sign. At this point the 
hunters are circling the waiter and the antenna of the 
walkie-talkie whips around in their midst. Orange patches appear 
to migrate from their clothing into an afternoon of strangely 
diminished light. Their orders are transmitted to the 
loudspeakers after a screeching "Wonder wonder wonder whirl whirl 
whirl...wuh wuh wuh!" introduction. 

"Honestly!" Diane exclaims as Harry claps his hands over his 
ears and the fat man, who still rubs his belly, laughs. Diane 
decides to look past them all with her binoculars in order to 
study a sign in an ajoining lot poking up above the fence. 

She closes one eye since the glasses have become misaligned from 
the thumping they got when she crawled after Harry over the 
plastic hamburger. The sign proves to be a big fish and Diane 
notes layers of wood in its mouth. "L-laminated wood sculpture!" 
she pronounces, using her Art Around You course from last 
semester. 

"No-O!-shit?" the fat man hisses. Diane lowers her field of 
vision towards him...but first some fluttering cardboard signs 
intercede: WATCH FOR ANOTHER FISHFACE RESTAURANT OPENING HERE. 

Now she has him in view, by aiming just over the hamburger, 
and he, in turn, is pointing back at her. "What did it do for 


you?" this fat man shouts. "T mean for us it was only a ride on 
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a slippery hamburger." Purple bubbles in his mouth obscure these 
words and she leans forward, letting the binoculars drop on their 
strap. His companion in the porkpie is punching him on the arm. 
"I mean no soul experience and we didn't make love to it." Diane 
ignores them to eeuioe the table, this time from the outside in. 
Who can understand hippies anyway? But the new motions of the 
boy distract her. He is performing an antic dance on the gravel, 
windmilling his arms and shrieking like a jungle bird, the 
bearded man trying to seize him by his t-shirt. "I try to keep 
him off the grass," he pants, his mouth a golden purple in 
disintegrating, lavender-tinged darkness, "but he won't fuckin 
listen!" He manages to stop the boy and then lift him onto a 
chair. Harry's head falls to the table and Diane wipes absently 
around it. 

Though the bearded man talks to the boy, whose hat has 
slipped completely over his eyes, he intends that Harry and Diane 
hear. "Don't let it shake you! They're just America. No use 
going into a shit fit about it. Anyway, the only way, my tyro, 
my amorous hick, to appreciate real art, I mean real American 
vomit-inducing art is to crawl over it." Very flushed he pumps 
up and down in his chair, his extraordinarily hairy head 
periodically blocking out most of the Fishface sculpture behind. 
"Don't you know, Arthur?" he continues, "Iron Mac and The 


Dutchess over there are true Americana. Let's bring them back to 
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the college and seal them in plastic. Better yet let's bring the 
plastic here and seal them in with their beloved hamburger. 
We'll even throw in some itchy-kitchy koo Pennsylvania Dutch 
souvenirs. Wuh wuh wuh! Dutch Wonderburger! So eat a little 
and die in tourist heaven! Right, Iron Mac? Right, Dutchess?" 
Harry has awakened and attempts to rise, vibrating. "Ho ho! 

Iron Mac is c-RANKING up!" The fat man spits on the hamburger, 
then hoists his eyes to survey the upper rim of the valley. 

"Hey its gets a little gloomy up dere--hope it's not anything I 
said. Chust vait a bit ve get some BIG light real soon! 
And-ddddddd! not a little heat, incidentally. More heat than 
light--if that isn't unAmerican. And if you chust vait a little, 
Iron Mac, you can cut out a cube of air and take it home to 
poison the dog." 

When the bearded man screams "This is Tourist Heaven! Die in 
Tourist Heaven!" Harry's elbow slips off the table in an attempt 
to propel himself over the hamburger to get at the tormentors. 
The boy, fully recovered from his dance spasm, lifts up his hat 
again, revolves it over his head while wiggling his ears. "Look 
at that Arthur! Look at that!" stresses the fat man as Diane 
attempts to lift Harry's elbow back onto the table, "It's the 


Silent Majority in peace and war." 
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"Big deal. Big-IG deal!" Arthur comments, flicking his hat 
into Che Guevera on the fat man's sweatshirt. "Anyway this 
anthro- and -pology is your bag, Professor." 

"It 's everybody's bag Arthur. Now listen! I used to laugh 
at fools, tolerate them--little like I tolerate you as a matter 
of fact." Slapping the boy's hat away: "But now I know that they 
have to go! The quicker they're...VAPOR, the better for the rest 
of us." Harry starts banging the table. "Well Iron Mac doesn't 
want to hear, hey? But I will make you hear, Iron Mac! MAKE 
you, you middle-America cretin!" 

On their left, the hunters shoot disgusted looks to the 
professor and Porkpie. "Poof! and it's all over. Poof poof 
poof!" continues the professor at Diane and Harry's expense. 

"I mean Arthur! Hey, can't explain a revolution to them! 
Right? They worry too much about the new car, and crawl over 
vomit-inducing art whenever that particular lust seizes them. 
In fact they're vomit-inducing art themselves. Ugh!" 

"May be right, Doctor," Arthur spins his hat on a finger, 
"but what's this tolerating Arthur jazz? Wouldn't call it that 
myself--don't know what the Dean'd call it." 

"Not another threat of blackmail? Lover?" On the opposite 
side of the hamburger Diane leans forward. She has made Harry 


put his hands into his pockets. 
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paternal manner, his hands over his belly, looking really quite 
peaceful now, as if the confrontation he and Porkpie had provoked 
had run its course. 

The waiter finally serves the married couple, his false 
beard looking more purple than black, the antenna on his 
walkie-talkie like a corposant in the strange heaviness of light. 

"Arthur," the professor continues in this over-early, 
strangely falling dusk, "you do have a kind of commmon sense. 
I'm impressed with your logic." 

"You're tutoring me math--least that's why Mom's paying.” 

"Tutoring me math? You're illiterate, thinking skewed and 
syntax screwed." 

"Anything you say." 

"A provincial. In ten years or SO you'll likely acquire 
enough polish and taste to admire this horrid Fishface sign 
behind me." In the darkening his surprising tone seems almost 
prayerful. 

"Do say?" Porkpie weakly kicks pebbles against: the fence. 

"But keep watching old Fishface, Arthur. I wanted to give 
you a nice surprise for so long. It's going to be rather an 
historical point." 

"Can't wait." 

"Won't be long. I envy the Dutches with her powerful 


binoculars...singe her eyeballs." 
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They both must attend the hamburger, where a something has 
plopped, grayish, and now slides down the enormous bun. Diane is 
dabbing her blouse with a napkin. 

"Milkshake Honey, milkshake. You get two for just paying 
for one. I know you don't like milkshakes but you don't have to 
throw..." 

"No-o!" his fist comes down on the table and a few glowing 
french fries fly up against purple light. 

"See that?" the professor asks the shrugging Porkpie. 

"It's a horror movie. I tell you they're surrealistic. Must be 
alumni of that institution down the road to which I've dedicated 
my life!--well the last few months anyway. Dedicated!" he 
screams at Harry, who begins ingesting handfuls of the 
incadescent french fries. 

The hunters sneer at all of them. "Slobbo professor and the 
nut-cases," one whispers. 

"Dedicated! You don't scare me, Iron Mac. People like me 
are beginning to stand up to people like you. Dedicated!" and he 
leaps up and wrenches his arm at Harry as if throwing a ball. 

"Well good for you!" Diane all but sobs. 

Porkpie is pulling at the professor. "Sit down you fat 
freak! Will you sit down?" He pushes him into his chair which 
scrapes the fence behind him. "You won't last out the semester 


if you keep this crip-crap up." 
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"So?" The whites of the professor's eyes glisten in the 
nearly dead light. "Look around you. This is hell! The 
apotheosis of kitchy witchy koo in the bitsy-precious bark canoe. 
And here are the tourists! Iron Mac and the Dutchess--America's 
lowlife on the move. Watch the murder! Watch the murder, Iron 
Mac! Buy a replica of the knife with blood that's guaranteed not 
to come off! Oh and here's a naughty doll, two really. A 
TOOOFER ONE! Dutchman and his wife screwing--made in Japan." He 
is sobbing now, the bubbles in his mouth black. "And here I 
tried to bring music, here I tried to light up mean lives." 

"With pot I suppose!" 

"A one-time thing!" the professor recovers, "I'm high on 
culture!" Behind him the merest orange-y sliver of exhausted 
sunlight brightens the glue between the layers of wood in the 
dark mouth of the Fishface sign. Harry and Diane eat 
mechanically; Porkpie pings stones off the plastic hamburger 
while saying "My Pop, he don't want me hanging around with you no 
more." 

The professor covers his face with his hands, rubs his 
beard, and then finally whispers "I'm your passport from the 
Dutch Wonderburger you're hitting with those rocks. World's 
largest ashtray, ugh! If it weren't all so tragically awful it'd 
be funny." 


"You two disgraces!" Diane rejoins, "are the funny ones." 
y 
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The professor is too far into his description to take 
notice. "That plastic grinning idiot standing up there and 
blessing us with his monster pretzel like the Pope! And ALL the 
winking, blinking, turning...ugh, and the WIRES! STRANGling 
you!" He has put his hands around his throat. Knuckles 
phosphorescent he gasps "This is the bottom of hell and I'm the 
devil trapped in ice!" grasping his throat and choking himself at 
the end, his sweatshirt darkening under the arms. 

"Never thought devil be so fat," Porkpie sneers as the 
professor's eyeballs bulge, the whites appearing to float. 

"He thinks he's kidding, but he may be killing himself," Diane 
informs the sudden policeman, a young, husky man who laughs "He's 
at the college." 

"Well they're hippies or something--and awful mean." 

Harry slowly nods in assent, french fries in his mouth like 
cigarettes. 

"That's not breaking the law, Ma'm." 

"Law and Order, Law and Order, lock up your daughters!" 
comes the professor's cracked and husky voice over the 
hamburger. Porkpie shuffles away when this young policeman 
points a finger, but the professor responds "I know...that's 
enough. Everybody's always telling me that but..." he glimpses 
at his watch, turning it to see in the marginal glow, "last 


laugh's due in three. Synchronize your...consciences!" He tilts 
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his chair back to lean against the fence, stares up into the 
nearly black sky. "Going to rain. See it up there? Local 
rain...no water. Hope it doesn't spoil anybody's parade." 

"My husband's sick and we're on vacation--that's why I went 
fast," Diane tells the chubby policeman who has been shrugging at 
the professor's act--which continues to merit the locked-on stare 
of Harry and of the hunters. 

"I'm just suppose to check everyone's i-dents," the 
policeman laughs. "Driver's license or something?" 

"Is is anything about Olla," she inquires. 

He rubs the protruding stomach of his uniform shirt and 
wrinkles his forehead as she searches the pocketbook, money 
fluttering darkly out at her wrists. "How you spell this 
here...?" consulting his notebook. "No this one is 
E-u-l-l-i-a...can't read the rest." 

"Olla's O-l. Her husband's Harry's partner." 

The waiter comes by, appearing moulted now. "Wonder whirl 
wiggle not once but twice! It's a double Toofer-One!" squawk the 
loudspeakers out into the gloom. 

"Is such a MIRACLE possible?" The policeman jumps since the 
professor's question is keyed high-C or thereabouts. Diane drops 
her purse and she and the policeman, and even Harry, dive under 


the table after it. 
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"I bet it's going to be a demonstration!" enthuses Diane in 
the new intimacy on the gravel. Any warmth is dispelled by a 
purple hatchet of a man who joins them under the table. "What in 
hell are you all doing? You got these people's idents?" The 
young policeman begins straightening up as the chief plucks 
Diane's license, shakes the gravel off and squintingly reads it, 
tosses it back into her purse. The rest rise--Harry banging his 
head on the table--a beat after the young policeman does. " KILL 
IT! KILL THAT WONDERBURGER!" the loudspeakers command. 

Ashes are falling out of a liverish sky, Harry tasting one 
and convulsing. "All's I need," the chief retreats as he says 
it, the policeman following. "Who these people?" Chief demands 
while brushing ashes from his uniform. "They Quakers or 
something?" He looks to the young, fat officer as if no answer 
from him would be possible. "Anyways I gotta go grab that idiot 
Chinaman or Turk or whatever the hell he is, make him stop 
burning that shit right now! Said he wouldn't do it on weekends 
too. Council's gonna have to do something about him and I mean 
yesterday. Can't have tourists coming through this pukey crap." 
Diane is brushing off the dancing Harry as the professor almost 
sings "Quickly! Quick-uh-LEE! Cover the plastic hamburger! 

It's an historical treasure!" 
"Who the hell's that foolish hippy with the kid?" The chief 


has been truly startled. 
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"Bearded one's at the college." 

"Well who's the girl?" 

"Boy. High school boy." 

"Well I'm not sure of anything in this gluk but I'm damn 
sure you aint getting around to get those idents. Now hop to 
it--and get weapons from those stupid hunters and put ‘em in 
trunk of your patrol car. They can come by later and explain to 
yours truly why they're hunting around here--another thing I'm 
taking up with that lazy council. Everything's changing around 
here and they're sitting on their fat ass." It's almost black 
now and the wind is comprised of swirling ashes. The chief holds 
his nose against the sulphur smell. 

"You're just nervous is all. I got it here."--as the 
policeman waves a loosely-muscled arm to indicate the whole 
establishment. 

"You just be careful. Hippies'll say you hit them when you 
don't." Then the purplish chief peers up through the: gloom. 
“Upwards of twenty men on this, State Police sending. We knew 
about it last week. Where were they then, hey?" He blows out a 
nostril towards the gravel. "That there college trained 
ministers...that's all they fuckin did years ago! Well I gotta 
get back and pour the mayor out of some gin mill or other." 

"Goodness!" and Diane prods Harry's ribs. "It's just like 


on TV." Harry thrusts a fist as if looking for someone to fight, 
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but stops abrubtly to stare profoundly close into a luminous cut 
on his hand. 

Inside the kitchen cube within the wide, strange, gloaming, 
the chef throws a switch and arc lights flicker all around them, 
but can only radiate a few feet with any authority. Everyone is 
weakly brushed by a sick bluishness. 

The policeman is approaching the group of hunters next to 
the professor and Porkpie along the fence separating the Dutch 
Wonderburger from the soon-to-be-built Fishface. In a second he 
seems sualdowed by them, mystical red blotches from their 
clothing agitating in the sickly light. They all possess their 
rifles and are evidently arguing with the policeman. One hunter 
leaves the group to rest his against the fence, squat there to 
guard it. 

Now the waiter is among them, the silvery antenna snapping 
madly and making transient, chrome-colored fans as he is pushed 
and pushed. Soon another hunter abstracts himself to pull sticky 
steel wool from his fingers, but the professor shoves him back 
into their roiling midst where he actually gets punched in the 
face by one of his fellow hunters when the professor appears in 
their midst yapping "They're going to seize the hamburger! The 
cops are! It's World War Three and this is the Hamburger 
Sarajevo, the Hamburger Sarajevo!" The young, sweating policeman 


shoulders his way through the hunters to get at him, but a slim 
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state trooper has grasped the wild-eyed professor round the chest 
and is backing away from the group, dragging him. This new 
officer whirls him round; another has a spacey Porkpie by the 
elbow. More troopers are pouring in on both sides of the 
hamburger and now the hunters are anxiously surrendering their 
weapons. 

"Pretty dilated," the slim trooper says of the professor's 
eyes. 

"The light's bad, not to say corrupt, and I got the virus." 

"That's what it is, hey?" 

A lurching car, its tires spitting gravel announces the 
return of the local chief. "Let's everybody finish up their 
food," he shouts from the open window. And getting out as the 
car still slowly moves: "Gotta clear this place and I mean now!" 
Diane is thinking that all the new policemen look thin and kind, 
and so she asks one when the demonstration will begin, but he 
leaves to go over to the fence where she notes that several 
policemen have the professor and Porkpie leaning, and are patting 
their behinds. 

Though the ashes no longer fall, the sky is still 
liver-colored, pulsing red from the spinning lights atop the 
police cars. Diane lifts her binouculars to see even more of 
these red lights sliding down all three roads and into the 


valley. Because the bincoculars are misaligned, the dim 
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policemen seem flat and doubled, as if four sit in each car's 
front seat. These twin cars fatten past doubled gas stations and 
diners to sort of elbow down through the matrix of wires. 

The chief flies back to Diane and Harry, knocks the 
binoculars from her eyes, and goes on. His back turned, the 
scarlet chief can't see Harry trying to butt him with his head. 
He whips around puzzled after Harry has missed and fallen. 

"No time to play with you two this time! Move it! and I do mean 
now! And you just better watch it!" he bellows at Harry, teeth 
chattering in his small face. Harry, seated on the gravel, 
bursts into tears. 

Every few seconds another police car wheels into the parking 
lot. Most of the state troopers have on what looks like 
motorcycle helmets with black visors hiding their faces, but the 
officer with the bushy moustache who directs traffic wears a 
downy Smokey the Bear style hat. "Don't let them get behind me 
so I can't get out," instructs Diane. "I wanna go see the 
demonstration on TV." 

"Taking care of that, lady. but you vamoose right now." 
Studying Harry he adds "'cause we don't know what-all's gonna 
happen." 

He has pointed to the brim of his hat in some kind of a 
salute, and now his hand seems coated with a kind of phosphor 


dust as it drops so slowly at the general shriek. Everything 
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seeems to hop a little, the air washing up against everybody with 
a fufffffff, pushing all the policemen and diners back. 

There is immediate silence now, but the loudspeakers continue 
shrieking because the waiter has thrown the walkie talkie against 
the fence and it lays there buzzing and squawking and whistling. 

"Oh my God too late!" whispers the trooper who had grabbed 
the professor. He says it as if he himself is to blame. Diane 
is walking towards the fence and is jostled by the boy in the 
porkpie hat who tears past her emitting a kind of humming sound. 
He bounces off the hood of a late-arriving police car, sits down 
and drools. His hat rests up near the windshield when the car 
stops. Inside the restaurant the chef's face pours down the 
glass, the lights running red blue and green behind him. Harry 
folds into the car like the good boy Diane had a moment before 
described in her request. 

Before Diane arrives at the fence she can see that the 
Fishface is spitting fire, a sooty liquid rolling from its mouth. 
Then she's close enough to see a few tongues of flame scattered 
along the vacant lot, a heap of blankets vibrating in fire under 
the Fishface. 

The center of all the fire and shaking is a sitting form of 
a girl, stiff yet shiriveling, that finally settles down inside 
itself like an ancient doll which has been dropped. In all the 


fuff-fuff sound once can almost hear a sigh; then a cloudy woosh 
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as a policeman plays an extinguisher, and white powder falls upon 
the blackened mass. 

Diane spins around to check that Harry is safe and he grins 
back from the car. Her hair has become hot, and she puts her 
hand to it and shivers. She turns back with a sigh to see smoke 
rising the same color as the black air as The Fishface spits 
liquid and flame. Most of the cops are clambering over the fence 
now, chalky handkerchiefs held under their visors. 

"But I didn't know it was going to be like this," a girl's 
small voice floats in monotone as she is led with others to sit 
against the fence with the professor. She says it again and 
again as she flops down into her army clothes and chokes. 

A small black youth in an immaculately white t-shirt jumps up. 
"Oh my God did you ever?" he croaks. “"Wuuuuffffff! and that was 
it! She went right up!" 

The professor seizes his hand and pulls him down. "Cool it, 
just cool it, Hasan. Eullulla made the sacrifice concomitant to 
her revolutionary aims and objectives." Now a fat girl in a sari 
retches and the professor hisses something like not being stong 
enough to make a revolution. As these revolutionaries draw in 
tighter from the surrounding policemen, the professor asks to 
read something when the TV crew arrives. 

Diane is backing up when they do, so they leave their van on 


the highway and rush in. "You blew it! I gave you the right 
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time and you blew it!" the professor spits. "Dumb fucks 
everywhere! But," he waves a paper, "I still got something here 
for you." Suddenly laminations pop apart in the Fishface's mouth 
and white grains puff out. The professor's group laughs in the 
tension but he scowls. "Okay then, one second," he directs the 
cameraman already sitting on the gravel with a bulky camera 

on his shoulder. The professor slides an Afro comb through his 
beard for a musing interval, then gravely smiles. 

Diane hears a little of his statement because her car has 
stalled and the key refuses to turn for some moments. "Our 
sister, Eullulla in her pyroconsumation...rare courage...horror 
hypocrisy..killing Asian-Indian-Blacks...Vietnam...pseudo-moral 
constructs...revolutionary..." 

"All dull and work play," Harry states as they fishtail in 
departure, benign in the dim light from the dash. Diane twists 


hand into his crotch. 
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All For Love 


In the white her face tells, the welts making his arms ache. 
They had been there before, hectic against the gray, running 
mornings when he could lift his arms no longer. 

Now two doctors are swinging back the cloudy shields to show 
her the guns. In that white light their faces fall darkly away 
from green foreheads. Pigtails of liverish blue and yellow wires 
run out of the guns. 

He wants to ask if the guns will kill only the killing cells 
that made him hurt her, but the doctors appear so whitely 
knowing, especially now as they sign. Then she signs and hands 
him the pen. 

"Even a good choice can hurt," someone keens just after the 
shreds of the ballpoint strike the tiles. "You broke the pen! 
There are other ways than breaking," whistles her voice over the 


tiles as he thinks of holding his hand up to the machine to see 


it shoot away the greasy cloud of ink, or shoot the hand away and 
leave the ink. "You'll be fine," a third voice soothes. 
The next thing he knew was nothing. 

"Well hello hello hello!"--the doctor pushing his voice into 
all of the room, as if to muffle the two bodies besides his own, 
but too late to stop her "What on earth happened to him?"-- 
her voice says the disinclination to pay. 

"It ... peaked short, then proceeded to sustain when we 
would normally have expected dipping. At that point in time the 
safety malfunctioned and Doctor E-einstell was obligated to, to 
extract the plug from the wall," confirms the doctor, mimeing 
what the other doctor had done. 

Resting a hand on one of the gun shields she begins 
laughing. "In layman's terms?" 

"He's a vegetable ‘cause we shot him up a bit much." 

Already greenish in the acetylene light, she's becoming 
grave: "Looks like a yellow squash with a head like an acorn 
squash." 

"If you will. I'd like to talk to Blue Cross. You never 
know how far they'll go." 

"The King of Muscle has become," she muses, "the Queen of 
Vegetables." Here the dummy achieves a gurgle and they both 
laugh encouragement, their bellows canceling out each other over 


the tiles. 


"I'll get him right into a therapy program. These overloads 
can make significant progress." 

"It's happened before?" 

"We call them overloads." 

"It has happened before then she Claims while flipping the 
gun shield back and forth to produce an ohna-ohna sound. 

He squeezes her claim. "It was there where you signed, 
waver. Always is. For your protection." 

"I didn't read it. I just signed. My bruises hurt so, I 
thought anything would be better--mind you, I got a lick or two 
in also. In the interest of fairness." 

"I... have many times thought we think, and say, too many 
things." The dummy, having drooled a puddle, somehow feels the 
doctor's words to be profound, though he thinks the puddle speaks 
them. 

Next day she comes pressed arm to arm to a small man in 
grimy tennis whites. He peels away to practice manuevering the 
dummy's wheelchair. "Careful, Rudolphio-Adolpho!" she squeals. 

"Marcy had lumpen klutz," he tells Rudolphio-Adolpho's 
bruised face. Her hands are bandaged but they both shove the 
wheelchair down the wax and Lysol corridor. 

In the cab they smell rancid. 

Though Rudolphio-Adolpho is supposed to help him in the 


toilet and language, he just watches OJ reruns unless she enters, 


stirring the rancidity. "Let's do it in front of the dummy," he 
wheezes. But she points, instead, to her Kathryn Gibbs diploma. 

"Mocken had a junky mick," the dummy tries his best at 
shrieking--they fling him a panda and leave. 

Sometimes during commercials Rudolphio-Adolpho tries his 
hand at spinning the wheelchair. Then the rushing pinks of the 
nursery forms a backdrop for the solid white form of Miss Ilt 
back at the clinic: "Mary had a little lamb!" she pleads. 

Whenever Rudolphio-Adolpho returns from that other part of 
the house, his bruises freshened, he attempts other tricks with 
the wheelchair, tipping and spilling tricks as well as spinning 
ones. And when the bruises on Rudolphio-Adolpholo's face are 
especially vibrant, he leaves the dummy on the floor to scrabble 
back into the wheelchair just as the dawn's surly light outlines 
the ducklings on his curtains. 

Ultimately Rudolphio-Adolpho becomes bored--even after he 
has reached the modern plateau of giving her bruise for bruise. 
And with his tennis whites less gray due to domestic living, he 
opts for a plushier establishment. 

During this roily timeframe he wheels the vegetable onto the 
shiny expressway to let the drivers nudge the lurching and 
spinning wheelchair. The night is rain-streaked vinyl and the 
vegetable's eyes bloom at the haloed headlights. "Mary had lil 


tull," he crows into bullets of rain as the Japanese cars 


approach him sibilantly but are chased by massive sedans. 
During the tocking, round-shouldered diesel trucks, the 
seeming prelude to a final mashing, Rudolphio-Adolpho trots off, 


but she comes swooping in before a hissing semi can get him. 


The swiveling front wheels of the wheelchair fly up like 727s as 
she shoves. 

"Hey!" she glitters as the chair is tipping over into the 
slime of a ditch, the vegetable's mouth sucking trash, "we really 
popped a wheelie back there!" In the downpour the headlights 
make her fuzzy head look saintly, but the vegetable sees only 
6/1.99. 

Before kicking that old beer can from under his eye she will 
inquire of everything: "How could a dirty Spick Fairy know about 
spiritual love?" Moments later she is French-kissing him among 
the beercans and exploded tires, pulling him up to watch when all 
the trucks and cars slam together and grow into a streaming 
volcano, illuminating them as they sit hip to hip. In his mind 
he looks down on the steaming, upgathering pile. 

"You know," she ventures over the screeching metal sounds, 
the fluffs! of gasoline fires: "Science! Science'll...and 
education. Education too!" 

He clears his mouth of styrofoam clots from an Egg McMuffin 


box by screaming. 
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The Early Work 


Just, like, CUE me so I can escape! Never mind, you really don't 
have to, since you kind of elevate just before you start 
deCLAIMING it, as if a huge air pump went up your ass. I noticed 
it at Duke--through a thick glass door so I couldn't, 
fortunately, hear. Tonight I'll fade away before you launch 

into it. At any rate, of course, you have no shame. 


I didn't when I wrote it; I do now that it's too late. 

Why don't you just drop it from the program? 

It's the encore, what they wait for. If I didn't include it, 
I'd be on food stamps. For some reason it appeals to a lot of 


people. 


The literary Norman Rockwell. At any rate, she's one vengeful 
bitch-goddess, Fame. 


Quite small f in my case. Anyway..I've done other work! 

And it hasn't been disgusting. Why do you think I looked you up? 
And hang with you now? It's hardly your submarine personality. 
But most of the UNdisgraceful stuff'll be forgotten, and, what 
isn't, forgiven. "He is affectionately known for Pure Love, a 
vivid narrative poem..." 

Don't go on! Sadist! 


",...the opening line of which has stood the test of crime." 


You got that right. 


"He came to me, the broken puppy in his arms." 
Parody, but close enough. 


"The poem, a favorite of thousands of Americans, concerns a boy 
who ... etcetera. etcetera. And the meanest man in the 
neighborhood gives him another pup! A man corrosively embittered 
by the tragic death of a crinoline sweetheart flung off a 
Brookline, Massachusetts rollercoaster so so so-OH! many years 
ago." Like...et-fuckin-cetera! Am I crying, by the way? 


Have you ever? 


"By all the gods that reign above, 
don't tell him that it came from me, 
for it has to be pure love." 


So enough already! It's bad enough in my version, my 
slime-rhymes as predictable, the schmaltz as greasy...greasier. 
Plot as stupid as a sitcom's. Great God! When I think of it! 
And all these students in their lit courses learning shit that's 
nearly as vile! 


At Duke there wasn't a dry ass in the house. 

That wretched fuckin poem is velcroed to me! 

I do feel sorry for you, though I see tendencies to return to its 
wonderful regularity in your latest work. I used to have an 
aunt who farted metrononimically. All the way up in the 
elevator at her apartment house she didn't miss a beat till we 
got off at fourteen. A lot like one of your modern sonnets. 
Case of Heinnikins to change to subject? 

I'm just jealous. Last time home, the druggist's wife said 

you KNOW him? He's an absolute genius! Why that puppy poem was 
the only time I've seen Mac cry. 


He should listen to me late at night. I made three wives crazy. 


You've done a good job on yourself too. 


Oh well. 


Yeah, oh well! You've turned an American trick: Reach for the 
golden ring till you wrench yourself shapeless. 


And then they LOVE yuh, Bay-BEEEEEEE! But I'm hardly reaching 


now, just existing. Tired. Tired. Oh well, nobody give a shit 
about poetry in this country anyway. Just a small pride of 


poets thrashing the shit out of each other. At any rate, I could 


drink myself to death...but that's another cliche, right? 


What we become, we become. Who chooses? Maybe we're all 
whores. At least you're a blatant one, thus more moral. 


Do you have any plans to leave me? All my women leave me. 
Like...no such luck. 


I thought so. You don't, uh, suppose it's...something like the 
truth you're saying? 


Who can tell? Ever? 
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DOCTOR 


PATIENT 


DOCTOR 


PATIENT 


DOCTOR 


PATIENT 


DOCTOR 


PATIENT 


DOCTOR 


Future Dialog 


They'll say what they wish. Always. What's the 
difference? 


Well I mean, if, if you can get it from somewhere 
else. 


You won't like it, that is the result, any more or 
less. 


Well, I'd still feel...better. 


It's a professional matter, treatment of choice. A lot 
of thinking went into the final decision, I assure you. 
The whole team concurred, not just me. , 


Yeah? Well this whole team of yours will probably be 
the first to make wisecracks. 


I hope not. I hope they're more professional, more 
mature, but... 


Yeah! But! 


There's always, always has been, a dichotomous, uh, 
feeling about the region, as there is about sex. 

We know its serious force, and yet we're tittilated by 
its bawdy aspects at times: the dirty joke where 
someone plays the asshole. 


PATIENT 


DOCTOR 


PATIENT 


DOCTOR 


There you GO! That word! Even you are not immune. 
We can't change the language. 
But if one can be cloned from any part, then...? 


We stand by our decision in your case. 


